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A GILDED SIN. 


By the author of “A Queen Amongst Women,’ ‘‘Dora Thorne,”’ 


“From Gloom to Suntight,’’ etc., etc. 
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and learned her history; he resolved that he would marry | that ‘it would be better if he said n 


Hi Ginlia di Oyntha, and she lived sloue ina! he SS a ae denotes Ome ta 
er name was er, when their eyes 4t on the BD “4 : 
dull, gloomy, half-ruined old palace with her elder si facsht A idtorune hid lace! ‘i 


m an be 
'So'fo one, happy year they lived on beauty and love 
They were the last. descendants of oble but ruined race, Bs = ine and owe And they they were so unutterably 
In the lif of the rte we chee pty [ha t it seemed ough the ordinary doom of man 
ney 4 was not to fall on them. 
been beautiful in her youth, with the dark pic-}.. ‘There has never been_a love so strong, 80 beautiful as 
turesque beauty of the Venetian women; and her lover, who ours,” he would say to her. — 
held an appointment under the Venetian Governmentas it} So amidst the olives and the vines, amidst the gorgeous 
existed then, had gone to. England on political business, | flowers the blossoms on the shores of the sap- 
and there had been foully and a y murdered. For}phire sea, under the light of the golden sun and the shining 
this Assunta hated the English and England with a deadly! stars, amidst the music of birds and the laughter of sweet 
hatred. blossoms, they lived and-loved. 
She prayed morning and night for ee upon the} Only one year, and age the little child whose coming was 
rfidious. and: accursed country; she would have seen .an| to. have- crowned. their happiness was born; but its birth 
Eng lishman die of hunger at her feet rather ‘than have re- | cost its mother her life; and the same day on which the lit- 
lieved him with even a crust of bread. tle Veronica opened her eyes, her mother, the beautiful 
She was twenty years older than Giulia, and every year golden-haired Giulia, closed her own for ever. 
grew bitterer. Swift to love and swift to hate were the Brandons of 
Their nts had died —_ - was sie ” the a ’ aren 


little golden-haired Giuka oung ther with keen, intense 
gr had but little m a4 loons ol ie dhild wit iit keen hatred. 
ed hangings, ita” worm ge clap fre sight,” va to the weepin women. 


decay, was theirs, but the income left to th a7 A; - never see ot: It has cos its mother her life.” 
3 Assunta brought up her little sister to hate Aw “nd hg carried it away, weeping womanly tears of com- 
“ Pray, child,” she would say, “that, Heaven jmay bless ie seal not forgive.the child because of its mother’s 
every land except England. Pray that the sun may shine | death—he could not look at it. 
and the dew “fall on every land except that. ‘It is‘\accursed,| The: nurse¥ said the \babe had its mother’s eyes; and he 
for innocent blood was shed there. thought to himself that to see Guila’s eyes in another's face 
But Giulia could not learn to hate; when she had finished would kill him. 
her ers, she would say in a low voice that Assunta could | He was more than half distraught when he bade Ginulia’s 
. | chief attendant write to Assunta’ to tell her of her sister's 
m bless too?” exp | death.” 
scdieninreataeed a edittle Giulia grow until she became |», She came .at once. »Rerbaps. the. aight of, the beautiful 
“ but, when’ oa ted home he had se ery toed for his lost wife teuched-her. heart, 
. Ts 6 
foil ncobtaTot saopetag ewes Fe ia ee 


im. 
_. She drove him away _— She would not pat one Wo “AN iia. 
she would rather that eee ness Was transacted. thro in ind Hed ho stood 
dead | in’ the’ waters of the canal than that reveners his | by Ginlia’s death+bed»: “4 = 


Assunta promised to adopt the chila if J would re- 
nounce all cipal Bp See rv he ae allow her % ‘bring her 
after her own Dp, In, ignorance d 
hele life febad been been absorbed in his love. mens belonging to him, beligvind dhet her parents np aoa; 
” He had forgotten ‘his country, parents, ; the fwitt, moreover, he must promise never to-elaim her. 
= : sopeipeatpeny | of he bad | “He was kneeling by'his dead wifé’s Pat STA Ie cell 
Se = aor and he ean of a race that never hesitat- ditions Nore beonght to wofat hocneet te dumb white 
u” Ie D 
ta ee aectee him f from the threshold with bitter coin cold ere be ‘cena in pn eect fom the 
ft b ag shale to do, Looking into the wee ours could not te ange a 
rapes 


He had: met her on t her daly five or six times when he asked her 
not written home about her... 


la 


® The only human being who could have 
; wy eal + en you. Send me a wif you. wil lay there, Be ar dead oud still; and ie at the 
—I will not hive. . Gone within na wil mao thin world | beautiful face, so calm in the majesty of death, he 1 to 
heayen for us both. _ | the bearer of the message and said: = 

She assented. ' ‘ “Tell Assunta di Cyntha that in proportion: as 

He married her unknown fa etatjnids sid $60" Bar| wiy wits V antte the ‘child, thal re er ely 
way toa little place on the Mediterranean. her, never wishing to see her or 

_ Assunta redoubled her prayers. Evil sh evil must As tar enue tenates aapaeah oliccsd toaniilna our 
SEAR comnts which called “such monsters of men |tain sum of money on the little one, more than-sufficient to 
Sao el enced da beh ag _Assunta’s pale*face flushed 


solemnly never in life to:see or speak to Giulia | crimson when she a 


-.*Ttouch that accursed i English 1” she cried... “I 
ala eee hw et no would see all Venice perish first!” — 
— a Ae erage ont ean te eld ss armen 


Trego were Gans Shen et ee | Han in death she rfased to lok on the fae of her iste 


rat rae oti when hook ae 
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The roses and yr ty were in fall bloom’ when 
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that happened; when he recovered his senses, the roses had 
withered, the passion-flowers were dead, and the winter was 
coming. 


He was lying, not in his own house—wise doctors had 
forbidden t—but in one of the large hotels in Venice, 
fighting fer life. 

He lived, but the world was never the same to him again. 
His youth, his love, his hopes, his -heart—all lay in the 
grave of his young wife. 

He was never the same. When he was strong enough to 
travel, he returned home, and his parents were almost be- 
side themselves with grief at his changed face. 

**A fever caught in Italy” explained it all. Lady Bran- 
don sighed mournfully over it. ‘‘ Ah, if he had but been 
content to stay at home!” 

Then he realized what he had done, what he had suffer- 
ed, what he had lost. 

He was not ashamed of his marriage, but he shut up the 
sweet sad love-story in his heart, guarding it as a miser 
guards his gold—not to have saved his life could he have 
spoken, Giulia’s name, . 

It seemed impossible to him that anyone should éver nn- 
derstand that sweet mad love of his. How should they? 
And he could not tell them. He could not bare that wound 
to any human eye. 

It would have been easier for him to plunge a sword into 
his heart than to talk of Giulia and Venice. He shut up 


My son, 


** Jasper, you must’ marry. 
children real my knees before I die.” 
The words touched him greatly; and that same day his 
peers) came to him with a pleased, expectant look on her 


** Jasper,” she said, “‘the hter of my dearest friend 
is coming to Queen’s Chace—Marie Valdoraine—and I 
should die happy if I could see her your wife.” 

Lady Marie came—a handsome, animated blonde, with the 
worship of Mammon in her heart. « She was most lively 
and fascinating. 

She won the heart of Sir Francis. 

She made Lady Brandon love her; even Jasper, with the ( 
shadow of dead love darkening his life, was pleased with | 
her. ; is 

Lady Marie Valdoraine was of the world worldly; she 
knew the just value of everything. 

She saw that there was no position in Engiand more-en- 
viable than that of Lady Brandon ,of Queen’s Chace, and 
she determined that it should be hers. ; 

She devoted herself so entirely to Jasper that in a certain — 
way he relied upon her; her keen worldly knowledge and 
pe se appreciation of persons and things were useful to . 

im. 


let me see your 


Marie. She could man 


; erro me in his “ph and ge on it. ‘ fue ana , to give pleasure to his parents, . 7 
e ca im proud and cold, reserved and ‘silent; | he m y Marie. 1 : 3 190} 
they hatet dreamed of the burning love beneath ‘the jce;| _ But he was quite honest with her. He did:not tell-her 
there was no one who ever s him of a wild, passion- | the story of his ‘could ‘not have ‘borne: her 
ate love and a sorrow that would be his until hie aed testions, her wonder, her remarks, and have lived—his 
No one knew that he had loved as few love, and that his| dead love was far too sacred for that—but ‘he told her that 
heart lay buried in a dead wife’s grave. _ ue to ate amert honor and ésteemonly. (| 
Time passed on;,he grewstronger; the full tide of health} | y in’ the most. ing manner.) ~ 
and strength returned to him, and with it came a longing to tren mentally thet a _ ‘Sere wer 
take his share in the full active life around him. ; peice te i mat wr i ors iv Yo wie ce 
«Make me feel the wild pulsation that I felt before the strife The marriage took place, and everyone th nghhealletit ona 
When I had my days before me, and the tumalt of my life.” ey had ever | 


That was’ his one’ cry—work, ‘toil, labor anything that 
ton ab teach Lh to Bens ss — plunged — a 

; his speeches rang throu England; 
__He was a power in the state; he spent his days in work, 


the 


; flingi out his arms as 
, Ainging out his arms as 


"They thought the passion of his own words moved him. 
How shou 24 guess of the sweet short love and the 
ended it? : 


w 
, and once , he was induced to enter a theater; 


it was when one of the finest living tragedians was to ap- 
5 ee ee PR 

He never th of what the was, but, when 
the curtain fad tid te ane Venice he ae swooned like 
a dead man, smitten with a terrible pain. Still no one 
knew the cause; it was all buried in his own heart—he him 


Oe ene Bit "France 


Time Cis hie pole old and feeble; his 
one longin was to see his son married 


t he mentioned it Jasper drew back’ with hor-| when 


rarest b> ete Grith his heart in tbat fantom gravel And 
the fate Ho 1g into the son’s face, saw a tragedy there 
He tio more } 

he was weak and ill, he cried out: 


Icher of his love. ~ | sueceeded him. 
d before he died. The | him, who, by his mother’s wish, was 


him for a long time; but one day, when | in the land, 


ocees said it was the most suitable match: 


0 nn cetetane e followed it. iA x«cobuerth © 
Sir Francis di he had nothing left tolive fors Lady — 
Brandon was quite content. zila asoraagg 
As time passed on it became more and more evident that 
the marriage was a most suitableone. tnt 8 
Lady Marie Brandon fiung herself heart and soul into 
pe ene ’s interests—he owned himself that she washis 
7 Vs / ft Tole Merge? bee a ae oie? 
his i 7 his ] . itil ] * fail d, th . 
her powers of fascination soceeded. avinanqiaeg | 


f poopie tended. ee 
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; = 

in herway; her 
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balls and soirees as though they ha received royal bid- | 
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Dalen tends Wid reward. i odie binpw eds 

i ying he called his sonto 

hands “in ble: on f 

aimee bad +14 . 

Jas he said. 

‘moment’s or pain; 

so in dying I bless you bro! 


alee! oreo ata ly 
were t we ts . 
oraine. nm MESEST WISE De wo 
Old Sir Francis died with a smile on his face, and Jasper 
gh ytrsch * -g “£3 ’ . Jduoeal your 
‘Some months afterwards a little da was born to 
Katherine was a child of seven, Lady Brandon died. 
Then Sir Jasper and his wife took apéRers beds at Queen’s 
The time camé when his name was a tower of strength 
when men rejoiced to see him at the head of 
the mightiest party, when he. became the very hope of the 
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nation from his clear,icalm judgment, his earnest truth, 
his marvelous talents. hie 


‘Nov one:ever asked, if-he were happy in the midst af it 
He was courted, popular, famous, but his face was not 


the face of a happy man, and once—his wife never forgot 
it+he—had fallen asleep after, pohey the most brilliant 
reception evér accorded to a publie 


man, and, when Lady | glanced kindly 


Italian and German. She sang with a clear, sweet voice. 
She danced gracefully, and was no mean artist, Her father 
had taken care that no pains should be sp in her edu- 
cation, no expense, no labor, The result was she deyeloped 
imho, “ brilliantly accomplished girl. He was delighted 
with her. 

Katherine Brandon had made-her debut; royal eyes had 
at the fair, bright young face She had 


Brandon went to rouse him, the pillow on which his head | more lovers than she could count; a beauty, a great heiress, 


had lain was wet with tears. 


CHAPTER II. 

SEVENTEEN years had passed since the birth of Kathe- 
aa Brandon, and no other child had been given to Queen’s 

hace. 

The long-wished-for heir had never appeared, and the 
hopes of both parents were centered in the beautiful young 
heiress. She was just seyenteen, and a more perfectly lovely 
ideal of an English girl conld not have been found. 

To look at her was a pleasure. The tall, slender figure, 
with its perfect lines “i curves, the face, with its, glow of 
youthful health, the subtle grace of movement, free 
easy carriage, the quick graceful step, were all as pleasant 


were rare. 
Like-her mother, she was a blonde beauty; but she had 
more color, greater — Her hair was of — brown 
gold in the sunlight, brown in the sh 
» were of a lovely violet hue; they looked like 
pansies 


She would never have made a or a tragedy-queen; 
tragical story in her lovely face; 
but she was essentially womanly, quickly moved to sweetest 
pity and compassion, keenly sensitive, nobl 


/ with her lot in life—she was proud of it. Sheloved 
the bright beautiful world, aud, above all, she loved her 
own share in it. 


4 | 4 y 
tos the pomp, the honors of the world, while 


‘Katherine loved its brightness and its pleasures. 


cleyer, accomplished, with a laugh like clear music, and 
spirits that never failed, no wonder that some. of the most 
eligible men in England were at her feet. She only langhed 
at them at present. It was the time for smiles; tears would 
come afterwards. If there was one she liked a little better 
than the rest, it was Lord Wynleigh, the second son of the 
Earl of Woodwyn, the poorest earl in England, 

Lord Wynleigh was handsome and clever. He had hada 
hard fight with the world, for he found it difficult to keep 
up appearances on a small income; but he forgot his poy- 
erty and everything else when he fell in love with charming, 
tantalizing, imperious Katherine Brandon. 

Would she ever care forhim? At present the difference 
in her behavior towards him and her other lovers was that 
she langhed more at him, affected ter indifference to 
him, but never looked at him, and she flushed crimson at 
the mention of his name. 

That same year Sir Jasper was much overtasked with 
work; he was so ill as to be compelled to consult a physi- 
cian, who told him that he could not always live at 
pressure, and that if he wished to save himself he must give 
up work, and rest for a time, 

In order to do this, the illustrious statesman decided on 
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Lady Brandon lay on the couch engrossed in a en isa domestic difficulty, about which I shall have to nar 
A clear, bright fire was burning in the grate; the warm air help. 
was perfumed with the odor of flowers. the word ‘domestic ” Lady Brandon. opened her boo 
He raised his haggard face as he read. again—matters of that descri io never interested her., 
Great Heaven! what was he todo? He had almost for-|  ‘‘ The fact is,” continued. Sir. Jasper, “‘ that a friend of 
apt the very existence of the child. She had faded from | mine has died lately in Italy, and has left me a ward.” 
‘*A ward!” cried Lady Brandon. <‘ How intolerable! 
Sap passionate love for her beautiful mother was as keen | What a a to take!” 
as ever—as full of life as it had been on the first day he| ‘‘ A ward!” cried Katherine. . ‘‘ How strange, papa!” 
met her; but the child he had disliked; the child had cost; Sir Jasper — quickly to his wife... He neyer spoke 
her mother her life. unkindly or angrily to her, even when she annoyed him. 
Why had Assunta given her that sweet, sad name of} “ Do not say ‘ intolerable,’ Marie; we mnst make the heat 
** Veronica?” What was he to do with her when: she | of it.” 
came? “* But who is it?” cried her ladyship. ‘‘‘ Of conned it i it 
He looked at his handsome wife, with her high-bred face | be  * ne of position, that would arse RL 2 
and prea ‘manner; he looked at his = youngdangh-| ‘‘The young lady—my ward, Veronica di- 
ter, and then bowed his head in di dancin from one of the first families of I Theat ag 


A thought had his soul. all these years|**and she has, or will have, «lange forvune, 
he had forgotton th ou she had as it were, out ‘* And is that too placed in your hands?” asked hie wife 
of his life; had taken her, and would keep| ‘‘ That alsoisin my hands,” he replied, briefly. © 
her. ** But, Jasper,” cried her ladyship, *‘ surely. on s86 E0- 


She had refused his help;.'she would have nothing from | ing to tellus more? Who) is, or rather who 
him. She would take no money, nor anything else from | friend? | Tell me; I want:to.know the whole history.’ 
him. She had told him that he must wash his hands of|' He walked to the end of the longarewing sae. Tig tok 
the child, and he had done so. before he replied; then he said, briefly: —_. 

If ever he ph a about her, he concluded that mn “*T have. nothing to tell. I met the Di Cynthas when I 
would be ae up in entire ignorance of E and | was abroad, and that, acnounts fon the Snthe 90S cae 
of him, that would ‘marry some Venetian; utof late | account for it.” |. is erol ois 
he had thought but little of her, and during the past three oe Brandon had studied her husband long 
or four years she had faded from his mind. | know that when ener inane 3 

So the letter was a terrible blow to him. ‘Hovashed him-| wast uite useless to. zg) fife pls 
self what he should do, for it had suddenly occurred to him ss omertuianila: whew he met io hale, abe one 
that’ Veronica'was his eldest daughter, and that-she—not self. ‘‘ Most probably, as he is so reticent, it was 
the golden-haired girl singing with the clear voice of a) cal friend-—in now Ieome: to think of Pict id ce 
bird—was the’ heiress of 's Chace, and the thought | the’ mystery. » Brare iempolstioal coc, hidden the 
pierced his soul hke a sharp sword. mystery.” ae 

What should he do? Once feeling cure of that, t, Lady Brandon resigned bereelt 

‘His: first impulse was to tell his: story; then second | to circumstances. . tical secret, she knew, quite, we 
thoughta came—he could not. ) could never be on m her husband’s keepi . 

Of alb le ives: his wife: was»perhaps the mostun-  “‘ But what will Lag do with a ward in Italy, Y Sena 
—— ¢; he not take the treasured love-story plant Retibarien, oyw oH 

from his heart and hold it up to public gazes he conld de fumed his eareworn fare to hep, and and it cleared 
have uttered the. name’ of Giulia, nor ve told how she wiatioes met oe ome en bright sweet eyes. ae ote 


a 


died, pieinise themitons sitting, ageing apap De ele en ( serie wy ar her 
Meemel: sae one bus bends vor eew cobaed Pol bay em apelin arery ay ust. i 
It would have been easier arin to tear the living, beat- vival — thw ged on see 
in a re eT IIHT do this. Again Lady) Brandon looked row tne bes 
Be eee soe ea ra emer ea bandsome eve some little contempt on her:face, | toca Joqgegl, 4 
‘wonder; he could; hear the «That is impossible, Sir Jasper,” che said; * ‘I could 


rave gre voice saying: “‘ What a romance!»; Why have: “sou think of receiving »2' siamgse into the seem, heat ook 
- hidden it all these years?’ » He could:anticipate the sneers, /home.””)__., or oda bipo 
‘the comments about the great statesman’s love-story. Ab,| He paused for a few minutes ‘before answering her, and 
if it had but been possible for him to die with her! then hé said gently: iiveg orl, ow II 
Soohe set there musing, with Assunta’s letter in his}, set aye at amor tl Sere tl 


hand. 

He found afterwards that he had missed one paragraph, ssigthinigithed willbe shavesiae teianie a 
in which she told him that she had aoe Veronica to| ** Would it, mae nay fee yg me 
“« Most assuredly. it would,” ’ 
Sy Uaighltioendensabicch teenie: lam ¥ Masregan Saaiae help me out of a real difficulty. a 0 nox? 
gateaes with English notions of right and wrong.' He| ‘* Then,” said Lad eee if. it. will s serve your in- 

T. «if 
wron oe aad all dishonesty; yet he did ‘not, on receipt Sir Jasper bent mt and kissed gomcled hands. 
Z Jesuista’s latter, tell Somaleo ied Ganpicted the truth. \* Yon seagnaatarinene said, “and 
He said to himself that he would come to no decision, eer ee x oqo It 
that he would wait and see what Veronica was like. — be © fuss though had ter,” said. 
“You look perplexed and thoughtful, papa,” said cee struck Sir meen td 

Katherine. ‘Let me help you. Women’s wits, they say, | what she is like, papa? Darke , as she 
nicker and keener than men’s.” We shall contrast well. I need m4 jealons if she: 
we Te ie a libel,” he replied, trying to speak lightly. “‘ 1} brunette: nie aap ere ppd ber. Is.it, ther 
well look agree Katherine—I abn disenapeds” her mother who has just died, papa?’ Shwe piel ag 
ae her book and looked at him. Again he shuddered as the words tll-on his car 


2 wsdameo(L 


’ or ah edie. ‘What has happened?;He made a pretence of not having heard what 
gee onder ition, or what?” jand Katherine, with her quick instinct, seeing that the 
— ooo os that kind,” said the politician. ““This_ — was not agreeable to him, did not press it... 


Po? ee 
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*' Botif ladies settled the matter in their own minds and | her with a sharp, sudden ery?. ‘There was the very spot on 
ae BA lights. which: he-had. stood when Giulia’s fair face first shone down 
concluded that the dead friend had proba- | upon him! 


bly: been one who’ shared her husband’s ‘political secrets; 


‘‘Tt is nothing, child,” he said,/in answer to heranxious 


4nd Katherine thought to ‘herself that it was probably | inquiries—‘“ less than nothing—a sharp, sudden pain that 


someoné whem her father had known in his youth. 
‘-\Phey were both content, and talked 
about it. 

_ Si*Jasper bore it as long as he could; then he quitted the 
room and ‘went to his study. 


quite’ amiably 
sh 


hurts but will never kill me,” 
** How do you know that it will never kill yous papa?” 
e asked. 


«Because, my darling, if it could have shortened my 
life, it would have; done. so long ago,” he replied... ‘‘ Now 


“©You see, Katherine,” said Lady Brandon, ‘‘if the girl| show me all the arrangements you have made formy ward.” 


is really noble and wealthy, it will be an acquisition rather 
than otherwise.” 

* Joaiiplédsed about it, mamma,” cried thevgirl. “<I| 
have, always felt the want of a sister; now I shall have 
» ame A 
~** Pwould’ not say anything about that, my dear, until 
you have seen what she is like,” said pradent Lady Bran- 

on; “it is always better not to commit one’s self in any 


way.” 

02 hey Aiectieasl! the tskttor inal ite ings; there was 

‘eom plete’ confidetice between this mother and child. 

entering lau at her mother’s very candid worldli- 
; she teased about her worship of Mammon. But 

she hl fond of her; while Lady Brandon a 

her 1 child—she thought there was no one like her 


‘in’ the wide world—all the love of which she was capable, 
the love of heart and soul, was centered on and in 


~ Meanwhile Sir Jasper was in a fever of dismay. What 
should he do? It was as though the dead ghost of his 
youth had suddenly risen up before him; he was utterly 


‘ ‘it became clear to him that he must send someone 
to het. Whom could he send? He could not go him- 


foes te ace where he 


to travel; nor did care” 
had suffered so 


the 


‘oul etpeioned 


not bear it—he should go mad. By night 
question—what would she 


in his 


hi them—a 
“the western ; looked v i in the winter 
anni, with thecal rr and che fora” 
Italian views and pho- 


She stopped suddenly. Why did he pause and turn from | you would feel all et 
en 


i 


heart. 
He asked about her rooms, and | w : 
suite of rooms in | Now I know what it = poco, for it was unlike 


-here is the Arno, here is the | ‘‘ Are you my guardian?” 


‘« Papa,” eried generous beautiful Katherine, ‘* she will 
be very dull, she will be way lonely, Do you su that 
she is alone in the world—that she has no other friends but 
us? If she had but one, it: would be something.” 

“<I cannot tell you, Katherine,” he replied. “‘ You must 
ask her when she comes.” 

He was pleased, to see the arrangements his wife and 
daughter had made for her, yet, as the time for her arrival 
drew near, he trembled and shuddered like one seized with 
sudden cold. He had to meet the child he had literally 
given away—Giulia’s daughter. 


CHAPTER III, 
Veronica stood before her father—a tall, beautifal woman 
with a noble Venetian face. She was quite unlike enything 
pictured. He had fancied a girl with Ginulia’s 


_ 


her | he had 
sweet face, with her golden hair and sensitive 7 
The girl before him looked like a Roman Empress but 
that she had Giulia’s eyes—her dark, tender, passionate eyes 


—the eyes that had made for him the only light he had ever 

known—with hair as black as night and worn after the old 

Grecian fashion. 

. She was more beautiful than her young mother had ever 

been, but it was a different of loveliness. 

ye her, Sir Jasper Brandon owned to him- 
most beautiful face 


; it was m i learned ~ 
hy did» don Poy ag om very unwilling.” 

‘“ add H “ H 
Yon beat gui lan he said. ‘It is harsh 
“I cannot.tell; but something seemed always to stir i 
my heart at the i — 
it was Nery mention of Ragland ' lo. 
“What?” he asked, wondering if any idea of the trath 


ad pound Socben, 
ta eo she replied; “it waa becanse 
Then she glanced at him again. 


had to come to 
she . 
meet you; I thought 


» 
»” 
aa Yes,” he “ I came to 
first in a strange country.” 
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“T have been dull all my life,” she said with a smile— 
the saddest smile he:had ever seen. 

**We must try to make you happier,” he said. 

** Why are 4 ped guardian?” she asked. ‘‘ I cannot 
understand it. My aunt never spoke to me of you untilshe was 
dying; and then she told me that faraway in England there 
lived a rich pram who would be my guardian when she 
was dead—that [ was to live with him in England and be 
docile to him. ‘It will not be difficult to be very docile to 

ou.” 

vr Why?” he asked. 

*“Because Dlike you,” she answered simply, ‘‘I can al- 
ways tell:at first sig t whether I shall like anyone-or not, 
and Ido like you. 

He helped her into the carriage and sat down by her side; 
the servants were busy with her 1 y 

Mr. Segrave drove home with Sir Setree and_ his ward, 
and all the way the baronet was saying to himself: 

** This is Giulta’sy daughter; that beautiful head lay ‘on 
Ginlia’s ‘breast—that is Giulia’s child!” He longed to clasp 
her in his arms, to say: “‘You have your. mother’s eyes, 
child; you have the same sweet voice and the same loving 


All his fancied dislike melted as he res on her. He 
reer oe hew he could have hated her, how he could have 
n her. 
reproached himself for it with bitter reproaches. 
How could he have been unkind to Giulia’s child? 

“IT have been dull all» my life,” she had said, and the 
words smote him with pain. He longed to say to her, “I 
am Veronica, but my love for your mother is 
shut up in my heart. It is my most i secret; it is 
so sacred to me that I cannot talk of it; I cannot tell 
others of it; it is the very core of my heart.” He was sorely 
tempted, but ‘‘Not yet,” he said. to him&elf—‘‘not 


He turned to her suddenly. 

*<Tell me about your life, Veronica,” he said. . ‘“What 
made it so dull? w have you spent it?” 

“*T have lived always with my Aunt Assunta,” she replied, 
‘‘and my aunt was a woman whose heart must have been 
broken when she was very young, I think. She never 
she never even n i 


sparkles on the ice, I do not think there is a grander sight 
in the world.” 

‘I wonder,” said Veronica musingly, ‘‘why my, aunt 
disliked England somuch—do you know?” 

He tried to answer her indifferently. , 

“It would require a yery, learned, philosopher to under- 
stand.a lady’s likes and dislikes,” he, said. ‘‘ Veronica, you 
say that you have had a very sad life; let me advise you to 
try to forget it—forget the gloomyaunt who seems to have 
been so mistaken, Just as a flower opens its heart to the 
sun, open yours to the sunshine af happiness,, Will you 
try?” sivtenedl 

«I will try,” she answered. ‘‘I will do anything you 
tell me.” A el 

Then he pointed out/to her the beauties of the, park 
through which, they were driving, and,then,.in the distance, 
the towers of Queen’s Chace. ; 

‘* How beautiful!” she cried., ‘‘ And see—the sun shines 
on it; it looks as though Heaven were blessing it.” pe 

pa erp what she ag ome ss js phe Jer that this 
superb house ought one d ight. ers. 

** Tell aa pa metet ce hey ® you call this beautiful 

lace? Teach me to say it; teach me to say your name, 
hat must I call you?” ¥ 


_ Some day,” he said to himself, “I will tell her all 
about it, and she will know. Then I will ask her to call 
me tatte:rotnd Label hear pl) sertay See ena a 
Super 203 one thing eronica on entering 
op vol e turned to her with an expression of pain on 
“* Veronica,” he said, ‘<I want to ask yon one fayor— 
vice, afterwards 


Te fi 
_ And he knew from that moment that, an 


but she hated the English. | thing which touched his Seleteeta, wan soled ian a 
own. : { : Alen 


f are as dious,’ she said, ‘as Judas, The sun|as in his 
never shines on ; itis always dark with Heaven 
frown.’ She w not let me have any friends. 


tosit for days and months and years in that dark old pal 


p 


Ing else; 


ing aul 


Sir '3 face 
himself, ‘‘ Itis|Giulia’s child who has led this sad life—| annoyed him. 
who has never. one bright hour.” 


He dared not look at her lest she should wonder at the| sternly, 


in on his face. | 
«« How old are you, Veronica?” he asked. 
**] am twenty, a8 men count 
to me that I have lived a century 


It was fall of spirits who wailed all night through the long|at agai Chace was called. 


me, she 


ery I think 


When my aunt was y with 


ways that I was a child, an ignorant child. 


myself | am very old, more like a Woman whose years are run kneeling a, 


than a child.” 


eae > 
“ You will not feel so when you have lived a little| the English girl 


have often asked her to tell me where my mother| 


years,” she said, ‘‘It seems| Husband and wife were 
in the dark old palace. |'¥ 


Roman, but purely Veneti Hi . ther : ust have been 
.) } m 
said, “‘it was not a very bright life, |a beautiful ach yeneay. ... Hee My ‘i 


He winced at the words, but made no reply. 

Lady Brandon smiled as she continued: ee ep es 
‘She is.a great contrast to Katherine. I am not sure 
that it is wise to bring a rival beauty into the house.” 


I want her to like the young stranger. See—that is a 
pretty picture.” . ; 
by the fireplace in the 
of prettiest apartments 
were at the other end—Katherine seated 
head thrown back, and Veronica 
by her side. The two faces were 
differed entirely. Veronica was 
with something : 
rine was a new revelation of beanty to her. 
“<Tell me something about your home,” said Katherine, 


ellow Drawing-room, as one 


two. gi 
Linohe Seo eee tt 


huge diamonds from the trees| ‘‘ The one dream of my life is to go to Italy; but papa will 


longer,” id gently. “ Veronica, look round This 

is an i poe y! Do you see how white the ground is 

‘icles b hie 

and 2 When the sun shines on the snow and| never hear of it.” 
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Veronica gave oné on glance’ actoss ‘the room "to ‘the {life without them. For years I heard but one voice, and it 
dark, FN ig oe Be face of the man who had so great an influ-| never addressed me kindly. No one in all this world has 
ence over her. Remembering her promise, she answered. | been so utterly alone.” 


** Ask me about an you will,” she replied, *‘ ex- 
<ept about home. I cannot of it!" 
rine looked at the flushed face, and, thinking that | 
i re heh ne erm she stooped and 
er. 

“*T will not ask you about home 
Zrieves you, Veronica,” she said. 
wn have lost everything—everyone. 

appy with us after a time. 
always | 


loves him when they know him.” 


You shall be my sister—I haye | of 
for one; and you will love papa—everyone and passion and tenderness of life. I thought the man who 


Tt is all ended now,” said Katherine; ‘‘ you haye us to 


: love ou.” 
es; it is ended,” returned Veronica. ‘‘ Do you know, 


issed Oiterinns that I could not believe the world was fair or 


bright? It seemed to me impossible. I knew that the 


or anything else that | skies were blue, and that the light of the sun was all golden, 
“Tt must be very sad; | but I did not understand the glory and the loveliness that 
But ‘you’ will. be | seems common to you. 


Once, long ago, found an old book 
ms, and I read them. They were all about the beauty 


wrote them—Alfieri—was mad; now I think there was 


Tt was strange but typical that she did not speak of Lady some method in his madness. Do you know, Caterina—I 


Brandon. ‘She said nothing about loving her. 

«Kiss me, Veronica,” she said—**not coldly, but as if 
you were really my own sister. I shall love you as though 
yon were.”* 

The dark eyes filled slowly with tears. ~ 

“You will love nie?” she said: | “It seems im 
it on ty cannot be true. You wil 
me 


_* Wh should I not?” asked Katherine, wondering at | music.in it. And so you love me, 


3 emotion. . 


y should you, rather?” she replied. 


in the’ midst of beauty 


: “You are so| see with your eyes, I will hear with your ears. I shall 


Soman You seem to me like a fai cess. | to sleep happy, I shall wake u FS et oA 
ae and po eh or that cmd sbstdeiailenib beéutital 


we - ve you the sweet, soft Italian name—that for long 
ve never had but one thou 


t, and that that was 
= mal Heaven would let me die?” 
Katherine caressed the dark shining waves of hair. 
‘* Such thoughts as those have brought all those mystical 


ible; | shadows into your eyes, Veronica; we must have no more of 
ly love | them,” she- said. 


irl, “‘ has asad kind of 
therine? Tell me what 
you, how to serve you. I will 


i 


‘* Even my name,” remarked the 


to do for you, how to thank 


; and that some one 


loves you; even the servants who wait upon you seem|me. You have sigue all my life for me by your Poon 


to iret 
at these bright threads of gold!- ‘You 
m to. me more lovely than a poet’s Greani”' ~~ 
nyacting lan hed: “flattery was always pleasant- to her. 
nattral | deligh 


I ror ta ar anjes that Je were yelintiful 2” 

i hay of mie in 

Rfied ee ee speak | that 

Poel fa Ba aid gi ou 
more beantifal 


‘of beauty; ‘yours is 


re loveliness. I am like ® 
wert ion-flower. ’ Tike yon.” 

re can be few others tike ahh 
ie Veronica,” 


- th cryote aka sie 

is aes oni a 
over r face—*‘ so 
‘in that way at oa dali - 


if ever anyone’ yore hous 
{ they not lo¥e'you Noreen sur-| finge 


are the first 
La ice ery saa English 
sorry, 1: 
t" Rit Ac Veronica's face; 
over her lips. 


pans ' in all the world who ever 


‘ Ros 
; girl slowly. 


ae 


‘by la 
ficd 


swear feal 
Will be a f 
will d af 


° 
EF 


me ea 


tin deing” called | might have been angry:and neal that as 
her white tape over"the - bowed | come into” your home—the very: heart of your ‘home as~it 
.| were—you might have received me coolly, treated me un- 


oa at Seynend ates 
heer ten (eet 


pew the Endlich girl, with ier hes pre 
hand reds — her dress of white silk shining 


icaurid ‘Katherine! _ Their lives 
2 oT gs er | of one father. 


é will not talk of home,” was the reply, uttered sadly. tong 


Bee she said; i ind boosted ii all 
‘been the first to’sa re fife Wink ee ie 


learn English; 
| mia tae it. I think 
you do not know! I have been all my long solitary on earth, bat e 


‘you. You have the aunshine ever on} ness.” 


** I do not think it is goodness,” dai Katherine; | “ with 
me it is simply that I cannot help it.” 
« Itmight have been different,’ rejoined Veronica. “* You 
should 


kindly, laughed at me even beeause of my edad gaainnes 


strange manners—but you te a 


For that,” she continued, 
hort candg hor obbeautitel, #1 WF see will wih sade pa 
service always, my love if. yereepetast, 


one of ithe = ewey igtares— 


mesa Md se 


pp ‘bright’ manner, ~~ ie ine 


ionate, matchless ae black robe 
ive ue wo gait dp her lac 


et ee 
the and 
seatians tnstyioen 

had een 00 dierent, yt they were chiles 


Veronica’s one wonder was the len , shini 
ae os tired ‘of i it, re Gy hning olin i. 


ing an old wardrobe for 
w paper. 
shining | 


nil pase! 
inside of it ~ a long tress of 


iRyit sonntekstn tine 

Be pew wring. 
ray that 

gold, ‘by hea iedied tate 


aac 
words Joye back to my 


but I would. It was strange 
Venice is, perhapa, one of the - 
fairest spot 
seems brighter and happier here. 
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**Papa,” said Katherine that same evening, “‘I fancy 
your ward Verénica has been very unhappy all her life.” 

**T hope not,” he returned, quietly. 

**T feel sure of it. I have been contrasting her lot with 
mine. Howstrange it is, papa, that im this world things 
are so unequal! Some have so much, ‘others so little. 
Verotiica seems to me to have had nothing.” 

He made no reply, but he thought to himself that it was 
hard, seeing that they were childten of one father. Later 
on he drew Katherine’s golden head down and kissed her 
face 


“You will be kind to Veroniea, my dear?” he said. ““* A 
joyless life is hard to bear.” 

And Katherine obeyed him, because it was impossible to 
know Veronica and not to loye her. 


CHAPTER IV. 


Berore two weeks had passed Veronica was quite at 
home at Queen’s Chace. 

Lady Brandon, who had at first been inclined to look 
upon the whole matter as a misfortune, now began to think 
otherwise. 

She thought to herself that the next season she would be 
more popular than ever. She would be mother of one of 
the fatrest blondes and chaperon of one of the most beautiful 
brunettes. 

She saw that the two girls would never be rivals, their 
style differed se greatly, and she began to take great interest 
in Veronica. 

She went to her husband and told him that she must 
have carte blanche for Veronica’s wardrobe. 

“Tt is Mgt well,” said her ladyship, ‘‘to look like a 

icture; but dressing like one is quite a di it matter. 

our ward must dress ie coper_ people. Sir Jasper. I 

she can have what money likes?” 

“Certainly,” replied Sir Jasper, “‘she is an heiress, I 
have told you. She must be treated as one;” and soon 
afterwards he placed in her hands a check for three hundred 

unds. ‘We can arrange later on,” he added, “‘ abont 

r yearly allowance—at present purchase for her every- 

thing that she requires.” 

Se erg ae 

ing, exeept a few picturesque 
Wad bok peer ics in an 6ld curiosity shop.” — ty 
a set to work at once. She knew too well 
the of” ‘to offer ‘to transform Veronica into a 
fashionable English ¢ deand otidw tod ao + mn 
Everythin; ao parcial whieh wesc wee 
Venetian fashion; and Sir Jasper was pleased he saw 
it.” i ‘ : . ow ert 4 : TY 

«You have preserved the unities,” he said to his wife, 
with one of those rare smiles that so altered, the expression of 
53" for Veronica herself, she could not understand sueh 
attention. . L Bt 

“All this for me!” she cried, when she saw the lace; the 
silks, the velvets, the thousand little that make 

up a vor te a and slippers, gloves and sunshades. 


** Never do that:again, child,” he said—‘ never again.” 
_ She glanced at him quickly, not understanding. How 
should she? ae ; 

**Have I vexed you” she asked. ‘I um sorry, for you 
are so kind.” 4 

““You have not vexed me, Veronica,” he said. ‘* Why 
should you have done so?” English Pen are unused to 
showing emotion—yours startled me. am pleased that 
you like the jewels. I shall be glad to ‘see you wear them 
when your bhuck dresses are laid aside.” 

By the middle of December Veronica was quite at home. 
How she loved Katherine! 

She had a strange, vague, undefined sentiment about Sir 
Jasper—a feeling that even she herself could not under- 
stand. She was grateful to Lady Brandon; she would have 
done anything for her. ‘ a 

But it was Katherine whom she loved—the beautiful, 
dainty, capricious young heiress—Katherine, who had been 
the first to love her. , 

There was something almost pathetic in the way in which 
she followed her about and waited upon her. 

She would have served her almost on her knees. She 
watched her every look, waited for her every word.. Lady 
Brandon was amused by it, Sir Jasper was pained. 

She had been introduced to most’of their friends and 
re gat the beantiful Venetian girl whose face was a 
stu y whose voice was like musie, was admired by all who 
saw her. 

She went with Katherine to all the balls, the_soirees, the 
parties in the neighborhood, where pe Ras as be 9m 

There was no jealousy, no rivalry em. How 
could ‘there be when Veronica worshipped her brilliant 


tmas came, and it was, as > ke in 
right good English style at *s Chace. - rs 


man, woman and child on the estate was the hap- | 


ve 
pier for its coming, and richer. 

Sir Jasper was most liberal. The friends he had invited 
came, and amongst them was Alton, wept! ry ev who 
had decided not to leave .Queen’s Chace until he had won 
the hand of its heiress, ot 4 ’ 

Ler ahead alr ree Pky y 


wilful girl had plighted her troth to him, and he kner 
Sirateandat ice re iden ghee sutld * ee 
Tt was a pretty love-story, coming to a crisis on Christ- 
mas Eve as he held her under the mistletoe and demanded man 
the forfe rm . ; K ; " - : : tO Al * sas! 
‘Give me something else, Kate,” he said. “A kiss 
ins ®t heya etait pa more?” 
“« What do you want ?” she asked. ot 


‘«T want. your loye, your premise to be my wife, your 
troth-plight. 1 want qt , my dathihie’ to "bb tty n 
ever and ever. What oo Yow ss yen L aS ae 

The eweet uihéd fabe-dtoopet Befute "His: thé! bias ege 
could not meet his own, the sweet lips opened but 
not hear the faint that came’ fs 


te,” he said, “what do you say? You 
dusting fT th PRL dea yoy he i 


ee 
now 


brought ‘her some superb jewels+« set | wonld—well, I should be worth 
of rubies that sited he dank ete corsa", Ke yom ave ae ireee—that makes 
* Thogitl hdeed a wondering: face. to his. when he showed _ What difference does it make?” she asked, 
sheen to Wilndiadl. Ballas “tncidfeas.. qo | °« Sust this—that if wit ll See uae 
« Why do you do all this for me?” she asked. | ke yon love me. — would a you now in my a 
He looked dows at her. She was looking at him with ertoertict ry oe ee Yes ’—bat-__ at 
dead Giulia’s love-ht e (e; ana > - 
“6 ” “‘Because I am your guardian. “TE ged. you ob thy snd ya and of 
w Wh ianow more some day!” a maitrs Mahe mg hear to ray, you ey an Yann 
‘She took his hand and 5: pute ieee aie om “T-am sure you do not,” ehe replied a saa 
Spice I »” she} “ ; i 
Yon are very good to me, and I ai very gratefu trust me Yo al your inest tei vad’ Will 
it seemed to_him that Giulia’s lips had touched him. | you be my Kate ? 
‘Wa thee pale and trembling. The auswer this time must have satisfied him, for he 


wT s”6h— CCU he 


«kissed the lips on which it trembled, murmuring words 


_ bonniest Kate in,Christendom.. I willnotask you to marr 


_ thing to make me ha 


“ey know it, and am going to remedy it. Do not imagine 
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little longer; and in the meantime he would have his will 
ared—a will in which the truth should be told, and 
Gna ’s Chace, with all the broad lands around Hurstwood, 
giyen to his daughter Veronica., At the same time he 
would put all the papers that went to prove her identity 
into one packet, and give them to her, Why, because her 
mother was dead, should he rob her of her birthri hi? 
What could he do to atone to her for, her long, cheerless 
youth, her cold, joyless life. He could not defraud Giulia’s 
child. If he could have divided the inheritance, all would 
have been well; but that was impossible. In the Brandon 
family, when. there was no male, heir, the eldest sapighior 
succeeded to the barony, to the title and estates;.and there 
as| had. been several , Baronesses, .. Therefore the ‘inheritanee 
must go to his eldest daughter. That was Véronica. 
What would those proud Valdoraines—the proudest 
ple in England—say to him when they heard that Kath- 
erine was not his heiress’\after all?) Katherine Brandon’s 


_ that were sweetest music to Katherine. 
‘**T shall work for you, Kate,” he said—‘‘my Kate, the 


me until I have made a position worthy of your aprhar $ 
daughter, I have led a useless Jife, but, it, shall be nseless 
‘no, more. I will work for you. Men shall neyer, say I 
married an heiress for her money. Kate, your sweet love 
has made a man of me, To-morrow will be Christmas 
Day, and in the morning I shall go to your father and tell 
Will he give you to me, eed : 
“T hope so,” she ag: quietly. *‘He would do any- 


That was why Sir pa sat on Christmas morning 
the gay bells were ringing, with saddened eyes and dar Aa 
ing face, while the eart of the world beat, high with 
joy. Lord Wynleigh had waited npon him to make his for- 
mal request for ty daughter's an Sir Jasper listened 
kindly—-he had a great liking for the. gallant, handsome, 
youn lover. 

at am I to say to yon, Wynleigh?’ My daughier has 
pany, suitors. . I should like her to marry the one she loves 
Sg 


name, was known. allover Hnelend Sir Bia? Was at a 
loss. ‘His sense of justice and his love of right, his love and 
his pride, his honesty and his sensitive, reserve were all at 
war. There was but one gleam of comfort, The marri 
between Lord Wynleigh and Katherine would not take 
bls9e apt Some arenas i combination of circumstances 
might ace before 
rs. think so?,. Well, there is one remark I must make. |”. © It.is po quite the kind of marriage that I expected for 
fr 4 sean worldly goods,’ you are certainly not the] Katherine,” said or oui a her husband “ for 
ine eligible lover. her, ‘Soot St no, 0 on—there 
“Never mind. that, Sir Jasper,”, said Lord Wynleigh. Bae, farted as you, know. iP HS Bayt Pane i 
tnt , * Posty oi 7 ag cll mothe ope Sir Jasper 
am saying to you, Give, me ppp aughter now, a *« They tell me thatthe yo uis is not only ve un- 
once—my hands are empty but she. will fill Re. t is steady, a t es he is peli a y. in declining ae mpi. 
not that. I say, Give me he hope of one daycalin Kath-| Lady Brandon. “Tf it sho so then Alton at be 
erine my wife, and I will set-to work at once... El ak ke | Hark a Wood oan, i on ig pai bona should 
itp a name that I shall get eae ashamed to ask her 
4 Quy vba *Yes,” - 
speak bravely. You are are sag my, } daughter, loves 


“ That is myself, Sir Jasper,” he replied rondly. 
Six Jasper smiled. . 


: as; am-ng se. or ait ad Brandon; sey 
ye 80,” “fhe, song man. siete “and. she never am araly ge se: om ae 6 Bhing for 
yn 4, ite IDEs hy od “ Be SS0NTIA iD ew e Deri 
give my Spapee said, | J ae 71979-19110: 02 tow Sawer Ik—oouk wolly: h 

uh “Veronica,” said Katherine, ““eome, to. my. room. when 


yougo to dress for dinner.; | 1 want, to tell. you something.” 
‘And when Veronica, went i in she started.at the beauti 
vision. as oe stood, before. her in a low dinner-dress of 
white silk, {trimmed with,, glowing, crimson holly-berries, 
her white shoulders and..arms gleaming. Sprain dia- 
| mond cross on her white breast, and.(diamond stars. ini her 
Wnt )pplden aan She looked. Likevasipiate, east erie 


8 
e 

K, is. 

oro. The dpe - “ae 

wo years’ ti © tala antime, you land 

position for x yourself Ido not gare that you should 
, but I do care for the. other.”, 

wo a3 © it, Sir Jasper,” he replied, * and you will 


under pare me with "pe 
piel stad oe ¥ m Hh, 


Be my foot on iets ae aie the fhe isdn an 


4 
“Tw 


never, cease, nah the pretty shoulders and the whi ti” = 
~ nleigh ft ie ir Jasp “How beautiful you are, my darling!” she said. “ You 
ti a mm me ok Hk at ir,” Now tw wna 


litensng the mse ei el rh ch, filled 


Iyid 


: Santo Os See! 


ta am oo ian in your eyes, Veronica,” she. i 


bamteeban jor binos ode YMeetod e2oimot 


They were standing ids by side, Katherine all ‘bright 


and ~ldintit ;"Veronica,| in. her» pale, ‘passionate in 
tall ‘Eni We: pa lon trailing -blaelo dress. “Contrast tween" hem 
 heyer as tofh ems i) | was’ s eevoly »roqqile bas enny- 
peice Phat, Aha was het » *E have. something? to ‘tell ean ‘aid. 
a eroad lands ine «Never mind » re, my dress, cape ‘mind © my 
tiful diamonds—look at ef tise 
maa ark Ladi ef ‘Si » #1 am looking at-it, my darling,” retutsed. Vesunidil 
i. A: r ' * Does it te i yor ert ont * jaked Katherine, with, 
wane stron si jo i va HO Only t lati b sor of 
oat bate eath tb tell nae , nf “9 ord veer r Poe face ‘n ‘the wold, “replied 
coe a ap ai ie d hi Veron x ei Ka 706, PiAwhow ‘at i mome: it 
ve would afion ould ou aeibddex he ag at Bnet world 
Mee now. . ” es i lp tof all? ho hh Frond Peel?“ 


in in et ily fh ch 


. | Veronica, how shall pg tite) is 
ake m borin me me, you i. 


Gome vbat might, be, xonld, he must beep +m ta 


—not my fortune, not Queen’s Chace, but me—loves' me— 
and has asked nie to be his wife.” 


‘His wife,” repeated Veronica, softly: Katherine! 


the ‘Taughing-loving beauty, ‘was suddenly invested’ with| - 


an importance in her eyes ‘which was marvelous. *‘*How 
wonderfal—how strange !” 

“Nay, it, is not. strange, Veronica. 
loves me. Can you guess who ‘He'is?”’ 

yet the dark eyes wandered over the’ bright face; and 
then Veronica answered— 

“Tt must be Lord W leigh.” 

“Yes,” said Katherine simply, “it is Lord W lei hs 
and T am not one of the happiest, but ‘the ‘happiest gi 
all the. world, Nevertheless, I tell m apyeelt that stich sii 
joy as miné cannot last—that a time will come when I must 
‘suffer and weep and grieve as other people do. Will it be 
so?” She looked wistfully at. Veronica as she spoke. “I 
have read,” she said, “‘of ships safe enongh to sail’ in 
when the sea is calm, but’ sure'to sink when the storm 
comes on. I. think I should be like one of those ships 
—I should go down in the first storm.” 

** We will hope then that a storm will never come,” put 
in Veronica. ‘If it depended on me there neyer should, 
she added. ‘Still there is one thing that I can safely 
promise you—one thing that I will do. If ever it lies ‘in 


T love him—he 


my power to saye ue from sorrow, I will do it; if ever it 
Tes in my power to giye you happiness, I will give it to 
ou.” 


And the time came when the memory of those words 
visi down the balance in which she held both lives. 


CHAPTER Vi 


As Veronica descended the broad staircase she looked in 
astonishment at the brilliant scene that met her gaze on 
every side. 

e shining lights, the wealth of evergreens, holly with 
loyely, crimson berries, the graceful laurel with its shining 
leayes, the dark, stately fir and the sweet, mystical mistletoe 
—it was all like a dream to her. Her heart warmed as she 


If this was an English Christmas, then might Heaven 
bless Christmas for evermore ! 

Eyeryone had something kind to say; there was a smile 
on every face, light’ in kindly eyes, music in the eound 
of kindly voices. 

She thought that while she lived she would never 
forget the words, ‘I wish you a happy Christmas;” and 
the ager the’ oa 3 ae 3 3 so tender and true of heart, 
were the-cold, Engheh who heraunt had told her 
were accursed ! She looked ‘at the noble faces of the men, 
faces that told of power and skill, of cou and self- 
command; she looked at the fair blonde faces of the lau 


ing girls and the graceful women ; and she thought that 
the lish were a great, people, greater than the old 
stately Venetians. 


There was not even a ne of envy in her heart as she 
noted the loyely younger gir 


he was quite unconscious of her own picturesque 
beauty, of the loveliness of her face, the grace 
of her figure clad in ‘its trailing black robes. 


Among those fair English girls she looked like a gor- 

us passion-flower in the midst of white lilies. 

She never ei! t the Christmas dinner, her first in Eng- 
land—the grand table with its costly silver and delicate 
glass, the retision of flowers and ‘fruits, the sparkling 

the laughter, the general air of hap iness, while 
outed the wind wailed among the leafless trees and the 
stars shone in the Christmas sky. She saw Katherine with 
her Tafel langhing face and her handsome young lover 
fo wad her Tike a shadow. Presently Sir Sues came 
up to h 

“Do. You like gat + angie way of keeping Christmas, 

Veronica?” he aske 

She looked at oa 
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‘Tt is more ‘beautifal than aw rapt ‘LD have ever seen,” 
she replied; and‘then he turned y ivan) cfs she had 
looked at him with dead Ginlia’s e 
46 Veronica !” said a low deep voice: :fShie tara a quickly 
and saw’ Lord Wynleigh’ standing’ by: her side... ‘‘I have 
come ‘to’ ask you: er you are’pleased. ) Walk) with me 
through ‘the? rooms: You have not! ee hee a happy 
Christmas yét.” ) 0" 

'** Then T will do it hows? she sith ; and Lori: Wynleigh 
raised her hand to his lips. 

‘‘Katherine has been telling me chow dearly she ores 
you arid how’ good youare to her.?1 00) vivo 2 

“« T love her better than | anything or anyones ‘he wide 
world; ” she replied) ° 

He Wokedhaltes@hpbtebers) watz!) ib vail ol 

*<T have come,” he said,«‘‘tovask you fora Jittle, . 
of that great affection which you give to my peerless Kate. 
I will deserve it;I will give yow the! true, honest, 
kindly affection ofa brother to.asister. | Will’ lyou acl HP? 

She looked up at him: 

* T am bewildered,” she:said.  “ What: have, dome that 
Heaven should give me so much—what have I done?, Only 
a few months since'no one loved me, now—=+”? ©) 

“< You ‘accept’ it then?” in Lord ‘Wynleigh. 
“Tf you want a friend you will come to me; if ever: you 
want help of any — kind ou will remember: that on 
Christmas Day you pro a stalwart brother to let him 
stand between yaa) and the world.” 

‘*T shall never forget,” she said. 

And Lord Wynleigh left her te ing by. the door of the 
conservatory while he went in‘search 

Veronica was aisiannaty happy; into into her gray, dull life 
beep a na OHO t she was dazzled by 
them. She and thirsted for love; now it was 
lavished upon “nie he stood on the same spot still, un- 
conscious of her pi e loveliness, watching Katherine 
and her lover, and as she watched them sweet — 
sibilities of life came floating to her. She had thought of 
herself so long and so often as one apart from others, asione 
for whom life held no pleasures, no hopés; now ‘was. the 
dawn. of a golden morning, now the sweet, vague, delicious 
fancies that thrill the heart of a young girl thrilled her. It 
might be that in the golden far-off future such love, as 
Alton’s for Katherine would fall to her lot. Perhaps her 
life too, would be crowned by that most pure and perfect 
ae a noble love. If Heaven had such tteppinten in store 

or her—— 

‘Tam afraid,” said a deep musical. voice near her, “that 
you will take cold—there is quite a rush of cold air here.” 

Veronica looked up suddenly. <A tall, stately figure stood 
mene her and the light, dark gray eyes were looking _ 

er own. 

She saw a handsome, noble face,a proud, princely | ial 
covered with clusters of fair hair. It was a face that from 
that moment stood out clear and distinct fiém wall opher 


The gentleman smiled at the half bewildered expression 
of the dark eyes. 

“*¥ must introduce myself again,” he! said. “Sir J asper 
introduced me to you just before dinner; but Iwas’ one of 
so many, I akon hope to have’ been noticed. You do not 
remember me?” 

“No,” she replied. 


riilti 


“Sir Jasper introduced so many 
people to me at once, and ) names are ‘hard to re- 
member. I should be glad if you would tell me. yours; os 
she added, with some httle hesitation. 

“ You will that it is a strange one perhay ? he said. 
JT am Sir ene Caryll.” “ 

«Sir Mare Caryll,” she repeated. “I shall remember 
port connection with the patron-saint of Venice—St. 

She could not tell why, but the name seemed to sink into 
the depths of her heart like the echo of a song. Then she 
looked at him, and decided that, although she had seen 
some noble men, he was by far the handsomest and noblest. 


sfrank; . 


: afte. love it without trying,” she: replied... 
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There was an air 6f command, of power, of authority about 
him which pleased her. He looked like a man whose will 
was strong and relentless, whose p was fixed, whose 
Judgment was clear and decided. lf-reliance, courage, 

ravery—all those qualities were written on that fair, hand- 
some that had in it at times a woman’s sweetness and 
the simplicity of a child. A sudden thought, came to her 
that a life would be safe in those strong hands of his— 
honor, fair fame, everything might. be entrusted | to him, 
and the trust would be kept. 

» Sir Marc smiled at her. 

**T can read your thoughts,” he said; ‘you have been 
estimating my character. I will not -ask you what) you 
think of it; I will only say I hope your conclusions. are .fa- 
vorable. Miss di Cyntha, try one dance with me, Christ- 
mas day is past; and an example has. been set, us.’ 

Veronica remembered that: Christmas night it was the 

ing of a new life to her. «The vague, sweet possi- 
bilities that had thrilled her as she watched Katherine took 


samp now—vague, beautiful shape; something awoke-in | Mare Cary. 


her heart which had never been there before—something | 


“« What is that ?” asked. Veronica. 

‘That is English for a bis ” he replied; and the beauti- 
ful face drooped before, hi 

Her heart beat; a pci pain, that was yet half pleasure, 
seemed to thrill her innocent soul. 

‘IT must leave you,” she said hurriedly. 
sure that Katherine wants me.” 

*‘Where you go I follow,” declared Sir Marc; and for 
that Sinteas at least he kept his word. 


“1 am gnite 


= CHAPTER VI. 
a NEW life—a glorious new life, bright, hopeful, pleasant, 
full of poetry, full RF wonder and romance ! e time 


came when V eronica Regan to wonder what it was that had 
fallen over her 4) t was the dazzling light that had 
fallen at, her feet ? 

‘Why was it that from morning to night and from night 
to merning she had., but .one cataght and that was about 


Gisteras had passed now, and the beautiful springtide 


so tender, so'sweet, that the girl’s whole soul was moved. by, had set.in., .The air,was balmy with the sweet breath of 


it. Life was never to be:the same for her; she had | 


inherited ene ag eabpom quick love and quick hatred that | ‘scougth. 
characterized the ns. She had in her, more of fee 


father’s nature than her; mother’s. 
» Your face is a poem,” said Sir Mare later on that same 
Christmas night—“ a poem thatI should never tire of meade 


in 

"ihe danced with-him, she talked’ to ites more, vo one 
pence followed them—she with her dark, Venetian 
beauty, he with his Saxon,comeliness; they seemed. to have 
forgotten the world. Once Sir Mare took her tothe great 
western window in the -broad. corridor, and, drawing anise 


the han he'saidto her.) 
ities <took Mi di orwactiae arate want you. to see the poctry 8 


"Veronica cried ont in wonder dink beaten, chil 


‘lay white; still, and. beautiful, under the 
‘the hard frost made, the tall, leafless frees Took | 
darkel, and the hoar-frost shone in the light of the moon. 


“The »wind | wailed «amongst the trees, bending their. tall 


heads and swa the huge branches... 
'** How beautiful!” she cried...“ There’s nothing in all , 
Venice so fair as this. I thought there was no try in 
laud;! but itis fullof it. is looks like eirylen: ? 
“You will try to. love England,” he said. be wort 
T,eou 


ns reason why my 


ane art f ‘there was some mysterio 
heart should have warmed so greatly to it; it seems more | 
ps home than Venice.ever did.” 


¢é was looking inténtly at her with his’ dark, gray eye. 

| You will not wish. to: return to. Venice: then?, 
would be content to remain in England all your life? ”’, 
» She raised her beautiful face; the dark. eyes looked, at the 


bine, wint night-sky, at the fair white earth, at the 
naint ows moon the trees; - ‘and 

she turned to Sir Marc. 
'** Venice wonld seem a to meiatien this,” she paint 


‘earth sll thal oe 


en, Re 


flowers, yet. Sir Jasper had not recovered much of his 
The doctors;would not allow him to return to 
his .duties;,he must rest if he would, live. In vain the 
_|active,, energetic statesman.,rebelled. He refused for a 
time to, submit, until he saw_ the absolute _necessit: a 
it. Then he found Lord Wyaleigh of great use to. 
He had. heen | gptunet a sie a ap r for Hurstwood, and bad 
made .his everybody's great. surprise it 
was simply a en ePaee of eloquence. Sir Jasper gave up 
some of his duties to the bias politician, a ut whom 
peo le prophesied great/thi 
Baronet was very; -pleased,,. 
Tt, had alw Begitmr a source of sorrow to him that he had 
ve son to sueceed to his honors; but ‘he Joved the brare 
oung nobl nage in whem all Katherine’s, happinit seemed 
oa 
n, despondent ti came to him, he said to’ ‘him- 
ye @ successor, “He insisted” t - 
clear Lady Brandon’s iin Valens and Katherine to Londo 
for part of the season, at least, and nothing pleased hina 
better than to read her ladyship’ s letter in w th she told 
of, Veronica's successes and triump 
“The girl. can marry whom, she ill” wrote Lady Bran- 
don; “her magnificent beauty has brought. all London to 
cher fect, She does not seem to care about anyone in par- 


ticular.””..... 

Veronica, fads ive enly borane famous. Her raré style 
poster, end er wonderful grace and musical voice, 

had. made-h ae he observed of all. 

pe ORF, more invitations than she, -eonld possibly 

‘one admired and liked her. 

sgh when meee peanden had been in town a, few weeks, 
she decide? upon returning, , 

Sir Jasper was no better, and the’ doctor ‘attending him 
did not, think itradvisable that he should’ delay consulting 
ar fsa hegre a, 6S Yeokea ke nabeotw 

they went home a in, and as he ooked at is ° 
hters, th the master at een’s Chace was struck afresh. 

Katherine’s animated loveli ge and Veronica ’s pale beauty 


nite it she wondered why he looked.so bright noymned. Se fresh luster. 


<< daoaid Tike you to. boe may Vine,” bo selnealohs 
called Wervehurst Manor, and it stands in the loveliest 


-of Sussex. We-have music there—nature’s grandest., The 


sea lies at no great distance; and far away | to. the, right 
stretches a chain of hills, purple hills on which the light of 
_the sun lies low. 1 havesa passionate love for:my henge 

She was silent. He went on: 

“« And I live there, Miss dir , all alone. Camyou 
imagine that? I have no er, no. sister. 
large household of servants, bat [am avin Solitary. I 
want what the poets call an angel in the h ouse.” 


to say. that he ho 
There is a 


hose few in town had manner Ae improved Ver- 


“Tt cana then had given a finish and, daganes iP er such as 
is; T think, even more beantiful than Queen’s Chace. It.is ean be acqui fhe m 


only by Barer Be ost. refined, 
She had enjoyed her Tint, but net much, because Sr Mare 
was away. 

The season had but little attraction for him. He was 
not a man, of ion. A cruise to Norway had more 
charms for him. than ' —e in London, He had written 
ugh Hurstwood in July or 
August, and wou vat all i xe to spend a few days 


there; to which Sir Jasper had replied by sending hima 
most cordial invitation, guessing § rewdly what was the at- 
traction; so that Veronica had that to look forward to, and 
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the knowledge of it made her profoundly indifferent to all 
the homage offered her. 

The old bitter. struggle was still going on in Sir Jasper’s 
mind. What should he do? a0 


““You. haye learned to love Katherine, Veronica?” he 
said fently 
‘‘ Better than I love my life,” she said, blushing to find 
that she no longer said, ‘‘ Better than I love anyone else 


His heart was torn with a thousand doubts, a thonsand|12 the world.” 


fears. There was hardly an hour of the twenty-four durin 
which he did not again and again review all his reasons an 
doubts. 

Do as he would, one or the: other must suffer.. Should 
it be Katherine, the bright fair child, the descendant of the 
proud Valdoraines; or Veronica, who looked up at him with 
dead Ginlia’s eyes? Which of the two should it be? He 
would have given his life to save either. 

One thing he had done. He had sent for a strange law- 
yer, and had made another will, in which he told the seeret 
of Veronica’s birth, and left to her the grand inheritance of 
Queen’s Chace and Hurstwood. That will he kept by him. 
ee it, he was more at/ease whenever he thought 
oO er. , 

He grew worse. The doctors didnot apprehend any im- 
mediate danger; he was only’ suffering from overtaxed 
strength, from ills that might be remedied.’ He did. not 
even keep his room. jou I 

Sir Jasper himself was more alarmed than the people 
about him: Strange sensations came to him. There were 
times when he fancied, as he walked through the shady 

en-paths, that strange yoices'called him; he saw strange 
igures In his troubled sleep, strange faces smiled at him 
from the picture-frames. 9°) 

One day—how Veronica remembered it afterwards!—he 
had. walked in the grounds, and when the sun grew warm 
he went into the drawing-room to rest’on a ¢Gouch.  Ver- 
onica was there. He asked-her to read to’/him, and she did 
so until he fell asleep; then she sat and watched him, think- 
ing how very ill he looked, how white and ‘sunken his face 


“Suddenly she saw his pale lips quiver; He opened his arms 
as though to clasp them. round someone. whom he loved, 
ere a passionate voice: 

‘* Giulia, Giulia, my heart’s loye!”’ 
‘She touched him gently, and his eyes opened and looked 
wildl mote : ‘ : 
“* Giulia,” he cried again, ‘where am I? It is you; and 
yet another ” ag : ; : 7$ : 


5 an re lef! se fie eae A 
“ Sir Jasper,” said Veronica, “‘you/are dreaming—you 


are ill. ie eaiag 
He looked in bewilderment at her. 
‘* Gintia’s eyes,” he said, “but ano 
it mean?” sre: 


_ © ¥ou have been’ dreaming,” remarked the girl quietly. 
“Can I get anything for you? Shall I’ ‘bring Lady 


Brandon? 
He gave a smothered moan. 


**T—you are right, Veronica—I was dreaming. ‘No, do}! 
Kote anyone; I want nothing. These June days are 
so warm.” 


Tt was June then, when the days were at their longest, 
and the bright sweet hours Were ‘all filled with beauty— 
June, when Queen’s Chace was a picture of loveliness, 
with its lilies and roses, its rich green foliage and wealth 
of flowers. Veronica was troubled as elie’ Lodkad at Sir 
Jasper, for she had grown to love him. 

e remembered afterwards how he awoke from a fevered 
sleep and would have Katherine by Veronica’s side. 

She remembered every detail of that, his last day on earth. 

He would not go into the dining-room,and it was Veronica, 
by her own special request, who took him some little 
dainties and coaxed him to eat them. 


She knelt by his side, holding in her fingers a ripe sunny 


h. 
Pee This is iust like Katherine’s cheek,” she said laugh- 
ingly. she looked so, like, her mother at that 
moment that he could have cried aloud in his longing love 
and pain. 


ther face, What does 


He looked up at her,suddenly. 

‘Haye you learnt to love me, Veronica?” he asked. 

** Yes, just as dearly,” she replied. 

Then they were silent—he mute with emotion, she won- 
dering that he should speak to, her in this strain—he who 
had always been so distant and so reserved. Then he was 
restless all the day. When evening came, he 
Katherine to sing all her old songs to him—the songs he loved 
best; and. Veronica fancied that his eyes filled with tears. 
Then, when it was growing later, he called Katherine to 
him. She knelt down by his side, and he drew her golden 
head down on to his breast. , 

“f y child, my darling,” he said, “‘ have I been kind 
to you?” 


** Always, papa,” she replied. 
sti a you had a happy life—Katie, tell me—a happy 

OS ae 
‘< Yes,” she answered. ‘‘ Papa, you know that I haye 
never had one moment’s care or trouble, one moment’s sad- 
ness, ever since I was a child. 

‘* Thank Heaven for that!” he said gently. “If I 
shonld die, Katie—ie and leave you—would anyone 
eyer make you think me unkind—eyer make you_loye 
me less?” ie sae 

** No, never, papa,” she said, laughing at tlie notion= 
* never.” a pts 

“Kiss me. , Tell me you Joye me,” he said.‘ Will you 
remember in the after years that] would haye given my 
life af any time to Savye.you from pain?” ape 

“ec es, 5 ie - 


replied Katherine, and, obeying his wish, she 
c her tender arms around his neck. ‘* I love you very 
dearly, papa,” she said, ‘‘more than I can tell you, and I 
am longing for the day to come, when you will be strong 
and well again.” oh 2 

Later still, when Katherine was going to her room, he 
called her to him, and taking the bright young face between 
his hands, he kissed it. ee 

-*Good-night, my darling,” he said; ‘‘and may Heayen 
eyer bless you!” > : as 
;, She jeg oe at the solemnity of the words, litile dream- 
ing that she had heard his voice for the last time, . 
‘You are not quite so well to-night, Jasper,” said Lady 
Brandon. ae 
“No,” he replied. “ There isa strange fluttering at my 
heart—I feel faint—it will pass away... The day has been 
sO. Yery Warm.” + ns 
**T wish,” said Lady Brandon, ‘‘ that you would consult 
Sir ,William Fletcher; they say that he is the cleyerest 
physician in England.” tia fre 

**I will see about it,” replied Sir Jasper. 

Tt was a lovely June night, one o h 
never seem to grow dark; the air was rich and heavy with 
the odor of the sleeping flowers,,the dew lay on the white 
lilies, on the roses, on the purple passion-flowers, the wind 
stirred ever so faintly the fresh gréen leaves. It was one of 
those nights when it seemed impossible to turn from the 
sweet face of nature. 

Veronica had stood for more than an hour at the open 
window of her room, when one of the servants came to say 
that she was wanted in Sir Jasper’s room. — 

“Is Sir Jasper worse?” asked Veronica in alarm. 

“The valet said he seemed very ill, miss,” replied the 
girl; “‘ but there was nothing said about his being worse.” 

Without loss of time Veronica left her*room. She had 
not undressed. She still wore her evening-dress of rich 
black lace with crimson flowers. 

She had taken the diamond stars from her hair, and the 
black waves fell in rich profusion over her shoulders. On 
her neck gleamed a cross of rubies and diamonds. She 
walked through the long corridors, where the moonlight lay 


those nights that 
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great silver floods, making everything else darker by con- 
trast. , 6 ; hh doy (Fry 
Sir Jasper could not be worse, she thought! the’ sérvants |’ BL 
were most of them in bed, and there was no'‘confusion. She} ‘‘ You love me, Veronica—yow forgive me?”” 
went to the door of his room—a room she had “never]**Ldoveryous' and Dhavenothing to forgive., ‘See;/fatlier, 
entered. It was ajar, and Lady Brandon stood near it. | I:kiss\yow agaim”! ©. | : [Tt 21 
She looked very pale and ‘anxious. She ‘had ‘on’ a white} "Then Sir Jasper’ took twos packets from: wnder his ipil- 
dressing-gown, and was toying nervously ‘with. the blue low. aidyo! 
ribbons. po oe oe * | 16 Phere is"another thing yet: to-be» told,” he: said; ‘and 
~ “‘T do not understand it, Veronica,” she whispered, “Sir | this; miy poor Marie, 'L ‘know ‘you owill ofeel.« IcfeeLitemy- 
Jasper has sent for you and for me—he wants us particu-| self; but I‘caniiot-I dare not die until I have done justice 
larly, No one else is to come near. He looks so'strange [| to' Giulia’s child.» It isthe) law 6f our race—one ‘that 
am half frightened. Come in.” sc ape ee “1I have neither the.power nor thé right to changé—that, 
~ Veronica entered the stateman’s chamber. ‘Tt was a lange failing.a male heir, the eldest daughter shall succeed... You, 
and mom cneany bergen apartment. She saw wonders| Veronica Brandon,,are my eldest ter, 80 you, are my 
of rosewood and buhl, Sevres china, statuettes, pictures, and | heiress~the heiress, of; Queen’s Chace and; the.domain of 
books. On the bed with its silken hangings she’ saw Sir| Hurstweod.? 5) (oy ged’ ho H bo 
Jasper—Sir Jasper, with a grave look on his face and dark], ,/‘‘‘That, cannot. be,” cried. Lady ._Brandon—* that, is too 
shadows round his eyes. She went up to him, and his eyés, | cruel; it will kill Katherine.” : 
looking into hers, told her that some strange; unfeyealed | -.-‘‘Lhope.not,” -he said, faintly, ..“‘It is <rnel—Heayen 
secret wus between them. we: “ knows I feel. it to. be-so;,, but it. must be done.” 

**Close the door,” he said—‘‘ fasten it securely; no’ one 


‘‘eQhe laid “her fair face “dn his, half frightened ‘at its 
deathly chill. iene: rae 
‘¥€My father—my dear father!’ she said. 


_ Lady Brandon |had,,drawn’ her hand from. his feeble 
must interrupt me. Marie, my wife, come here. _[t is you| clasp ; her face flushed hotly; her eyes were full.of angry 
who will have to forgive me. I have ‘sinned against you;| fire. \ te ieeelr. Eee i ‘een aia 
but my sin always appeared to me ih 9 beter ight han that |“ ty ehild shall not_be robbed,” she cried. ‘*T. will 
in which I see it now. It isa gilded sin—a sin so shrouded | appeal to all England. lt, shall not be,” og 
with sentiment, reserve, poetry, sensitiveness, that I hardly| — ‘‘ All. England could not prevent it, Marie,” he said 
i sadly. ‘‘ My eldest daughter must be my heiress; after my 


know where the wrong begins or ends—a gilded sin, m e iter ¥ 
pose Marie, and the punishment will fall on an innocent} death she becomes Baroness Brandon, am quite power- 
ead. less in: the matter,”, 


Veronica, come nearer to me. ‘I ‘have sent for you| le: ahi shale ; 

—I have a story to tell. Kneel here where I may see your| .. ‘‘It is wickedly unjust,” she cried, ‘‘I wonder at you, 
face. Keep those eyes—dead Giulia’s eyes—fixed’ on ‘me to| Sir Jasper—you who. all your life have passed for an hon- 
the last, that my strength and my courage may not fail me. | orable man. You must not, you shal] not do my child 

Marie, whom I have wronged, give me your hand—I have a| this wrong,” ay arr ee 
to tell P nal ° ‘“* Hush, Marie!” he said ely, Do not reproach me, 
he magne p was partly shaded; its feeble rays fell on|my dear; I have suffered enough. Listen, Veronica. This 
the gray ; is my will; in it you will find repeated the story of my first 
hands—fell on the two kneeling figures, on Veronica’s i 


m in it you will find that I have made you what 
you are—my nae ‘Ihave made handsome peony a 
atherine—handsome provision, Marie, for a) 
“You have robbed us!” eried Brandon. ** What 
am I to say to my friends when they hear of this?” ; 
The Baronet continued: _ . 
“This second parcel, Veronica, contains all the papers 
you will need to P gi your idgetity— the certificate of 
your mother’s birth, marriage and death. There is the 
certificate of your birth also, and every other paper which 
your aunt Assunta thought necessary to prove your claim. 
ake them, Veronica. Kiss me, my daughter; my aerength 
‘ fails: me.;. Promise me one thing in your mother’s name— 
_ “lam : pect | will) you, pee Veronica?” ors > 
you to understand—I can hardly understand myself; it is) With her white lips on his, which were no less white, 
so difficult looking back. I loved her so well, and I lost| she whispered: ) 
her so soon. I could never speak of her, my dear dead]; ‘‘Ipromise.”.., .. | wel to Bs ; 
Ginlia. I could not utter her name—it tore my heart. I], .““ Be kind to my wife and Katherine,” he said. “ Promise 
could not look men and women in the face while I talked] me.” : 
of her, my dead love.” erie sete Pitt aslitaka nn Thenashe saiged her hand, ae 
“Then,” said Lady Brandon, “you have always loved| long quiver sigh from him frightened her, 
her best, Jasper, living ar dead—always the best.” | | _. ‘Go, and Katherine,” he said—‘‘ Kate—my own 
“You have been a true, tender, faithful’ wife to| Kate.” ). F ‘ast ape 
me, Marie,” he returned, **but she was my first love.” ' _** Are you. worse, Jasper?” cried’ Lady Brandon, forget- 
_ Veronica had listened like one ina dream, This was her] ting her anger in her fear, , + 
history then; and the golden-haired sister whom Assunta smile, that. Veronica never forgot came over his face as 
had never to mourn was her own mother! he turned to her. orltel of 
She was the daughter of the famous statesman, Sir J. _ No, not, worse—better,” he said... ‘1 see it all now.” 
Brandon, who was looking with such wistful eyes into her} And the next moment he was dead. ote 
face. + 1°. "The two horrified tors stood looking ‘at each other, 
“You are my own child, Veronica,” he said, while Lady| unable to move. a Brandon eried out: 
Brandon wept a8 one who could not be comforted—“my| “‘ He is dead—he is dead, Veronica!” 9 
own daughter—dead Giulia’s child! I have longed so often} - Then igoing up to the bewildered girl, she seized both 
to take you in my arms and tell you so. I did not love| her han & ’ : ; / 
you when evil spirits i to me that you had cost} “‘ Veronica,” she cried, ‘“hide these papers. Promise me, 
your mother her life; but I have learned to love you since] swear to me that you will not mention one word of all this 
you have been here, my daughter. Kiss me, Veronica. | until I have spoken to you again. Swear it.” 
ay ‘Father! to me just once. “I promise,” said Veronica. 


summer night lay brooding over the fair sleeping earth. — 


him so far ee ee him into what he truly called ‘a’ 
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» And; then. Lady; Brandon seized sieht and) rang) a 
hasty peak. 9 


oo 


Oy CHAPTER ‘VIL 


By the noon. of: the following. day. peace and quietness 
rei inthe house: of death; the ionate| weeping and 
wailing, the first-wild outbreak of sorrow,: were over. » The 
doctors who had been summoned in such hot haste -had 

ven their decision—Sir Jasper had died of disease of the 
pr There was no need whatever tfor the formality of 
an inquiry—no need for examination. 

They had laid the illustrions statesman—the man. whose 
heart had been faithful to one passionate love—in state in 
his own chamber, with hangings of black velvet. and wax 
tapers,‘and the fairest: Juhe flowers about him whose. hands | se 
should never more gather Jeaf or blossom; and then, with 
lingering looks at: the marble face, so.grand in its seul 
tured beauty, they had left:him to the silence that) shou 
never more be broken: » 

Veronica sat in her:own room,:a pretty room that. opened 
on to the western terrace—a room where she had all. her 
books, her easel, her! piano—where she spent, happy. dhours 
in study’ and reading. It was: half or, half, boudoir,..as 
pretty as it could be made by taste, by art, and by aftpotion: 

It was.dark and gloomy now, with ‘ihe blinds drawn and 
the flowers'all dead. 

Veronica sat‘ there’ silent, prety bewildered. She still 
wore her evening-dress of black lace—she had never ¢ ed 
it; her dark hair hung over her. shoulders, the beautiful | to 
face with its: passionate sorrow, lits untold story, was. pale 
and worn, her eyes looked brighter and darker. / 

What had she not suffered sitting there—-what emotion, 
what bitter pain, what untold woe? 

‘s His daughter!” ‘She came back: agaist and. again: to 
these words—** His daughter. 43 

The proud, noble ‘statésman! — all England revered 
was her father. 

Oh, if she could but have meg it betaret “It site had 
but had time to pourout the patsibuste love of her heart to 
him!? 

If there had but! beeny time to tell him how prowdi iand 

pete Beet was, howshé valued: hér birth-right,i how ;she;re- 
joiced in the knowledge | ithat: he was)her father! »s/ soo" 

So many things were clear. to hermow. She had never 
unders 
avdidanee.” *> 

One thing after another unveiled ital so o that sho sinscot 
wondered at last that she had “pit ce V 

‘And she was Veronica Brandon, incasel of Queen's Chace. 

She repeated the name over and over again to henself+- 
** Veronica Brandon”’—and each time she liked it better. 

She was heiress of the | mansion, of the fair domain, 
of the broad lands, of all the) wonders of ‘wealth she saw 
aroutid her—she who had never known tholuxuty ‘of, haying 
one shilling to'spend! 01 1941 63 doed Jasw moiaotsy ofilw 

It was no t wonder if her heart beat and every DATNE 
thrilied with the sudden sense of power and wealth. - 

Henceforward she: could do as liked—she could. ani 
eve eb one nappy, at 4 . coeds: wealth om the things abe| 


She sn: roused from. her revere by the entrance of, Lady | n 


Teoking ” her, Veronica Wialiaed what-uhe had suffered 


para tina — whites with a circles round, - 
-J ' mid at 3m daz 
I she had wept dlnsdet nineoodinntig diane her. husband's 
death, but now she seemed-calm with herealmneas of despair. 
She closed the@oor, and,’ coming up ‘to: Veronica, took | the 
Vs cold: hands — own Ber ereperonnmg one her 
sboib oda lituu wo ny ib ssinone 4 ‘ed blnow 
“« Veronica,” she said, ba tomes me seorbt?”, [T 
Phe: ‘raised herh 
‘« Did you think that I should betray te she asked s <a] 
aad tote tinlitor, Lady Brandon.” ’ ¥ od4 


his strange sree towards er half evn cerry ica j 
: aT f 


‘*I. know—I_know;. forgive me for speaking hastily, 
Veronica, I am almost You cannot realize what I 
have to suffer—yon cannot  tinderstand my position. I 
would. rather—these are not wild words, but true ones—I 
would rather kill. myself,than that the world should know 
how, cruelly. I have loan deceiyed—that I had but the ashes 
of my husband’s loye, that he never cared for me, that his 
heart had been given, to, another, before me. I could not 
bear it—I could not suryive such a downfall to my pride 
my affection, my standing and position in the, world— i 
should not survive it,” 

‘TI am very sorry,” said Veronica; ‘‘I cannot, help , it, 
Lady Brandon; it is ‘not my fault, you know.” 

‘* Think, too, of Katherine, my  Deantital child, brought 

at her father’s heiress, _All her life she has deemed her; 

heiress. of Queen’s, Chace—her future, secure. 

Veronica, think what.a blow it will prove for her! It wi 
kill her!” And the, poor lady’s lips quivered again, “‘ Then,” 
she continued, ‘you donot, know my people, the Valdo- 
raines. They, ‘are the proudest: people in England; they 
would—I dare not think what they will sa ay or do when they 
hear that my child isdisinherited. ; I shall never look the m 


I wish I had died before this day came.’ 


in the face again. 
cannot 


f nas am, yery .grieved,” said Veronica, “but 
elp it.” 
“ Poor Katherine—so happy, in her future!. They called 
her heiress of, Queen’s Chace when she lay in her cradle, 
My pretty child, it.is, not right, it is not just. I haye done 
pat ving. to,deserve it. . All my. life I was good and faithful 
le He has left mea legacy of sorrow and 
tae, Poor Katherine—how is she to bear it, Veronica? 
Will it make her hate him, and dislike his memory?” 3 
‘No, she is toomoble for, that,” said Veronica. ‘‘ Have 
you for Dee ‘what he said to her on the evening before his 
An 
‘ 0.1 


So 


Neronieay, my dear, I cannot tell her, I can- 
Rs indeed! has, been. so light-hearted, 80 happy all 
r life. Until now she, rf never, had any, sorrow, any 
er How can I, her own mother, go to her and tell her 
that,she and I are to, be driven out;;awa: ay: fees from that which 
we have always held to be our own? How can I go 
to, her and, say to her that she, must. lay down every hope, 
every, brightness jof ben life,, and suffer Heaven knows 


mage yh 
rot tara that she has tora Wyaleigh,” said Yeats 


I foresee iresh trouble thére, ut Lond i 
mat hi d; they : 
pega ‘but his friends are pron y youla i « Pe 


marriage toa 
ee oye with ote Oh, Vv shanna ties 
not it!® She idrew. nearer to her. {fYou love he 
_L know you do,, You have “i 80 a, handred 
ha ou said—see, I remember the _words—you would 
wre your life for her if she needed it, beeause pst fv he 
= to, love.you.. You said that you would stand er 
ay SEBO We the hat an eed m 
first ofa i pierce yours. You said t 
and I mesntrite: she,ackno 


Aor ber beat sould 


Bu, 


é< es,” 


{Will yo r 
-Beee oe oe 


faithfully, as yon, bee 
“ies,~ the answe 


4 d 
drew: the ginl 's mt own ihe ers 


if Yo 
—burn ‘and na ooee until a die.” : om sil 
“ay Oke - 2 ae 9 

sl ad gh ce 


Veromica 
soBaro: the au ~ Tepe 
mean,. that? How, can I 
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wildered; no such idea had occurred to her. 
will!” she said again. ‘‘ Oh, Lady ‘Brandon, how ean I?” 

*“You can do it easily enough if Per wish—if you will,” 
declared Lady Branton. ‘*Who knows of it except ‘you 
and me? Noone. Who knows the secret save you and 
me? Noone. Oh, Veronica, if you would be true to your 

romise, true to your word, burn the will and forget it!” 

‘But that would be to disobey the wishes of the dead,” 
said Veronica. “It seems to me I am not my own mistress. 
My—my father’s commands, his wishes—surely I must obey 
them; surely I must carry out all his plans?” 

Lady Brandon stood before her erect, her ‘face eloquent 
with the passion of her words. 

“* Veronica, make no scruples, raigeno doubts:' Are you 
capable of this great sacrifice for Katherine’s sake, for her 
love’s sake? It is much to ask, I know. Have you the 
generosity, the nobility, the grandeur of soul to make it? 

ou said you would die for her, my fair-haired darling. 
Would you give life, yet withhold this?” 

“TI am bewildered,” replied Veronica. 
how to answer you.” 

“Come with me,” said Lady Brandon. “Step lightly, 
Veronica, my darling is asleep. Come with me.” 

And the two ladies passed out of Veronica’s pretty room 


‘““Tdo not know 


together. 

Tad Brandon led the way to Katherine’s room; she 
dened the door gently and they entered together. 

Katherine had exhausted herself with weeping. Her 
father’s death was the first trouble of her life, the first 
cloud that had ever darkened her sky, the first sorrow that 
had brought burning tears to her eyes. ; 

She had exha herself with weeping, and then she 
had thrown herself on the pretty white bed and was sleep- 
ing the sleep of utter weariness. 


er golden hair lay_in picturesque disorder over the 
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“Burn the |him. He is numberdd amongst the 


— ones of the na- 
tion. Oh, Veronica, how they would denounce him, those 
who have loved him best, if they knew that in very truth 
he had left his wife and.child,.to, bear the brunt and the 
burden of his concealment! ‘They would blame where they 
have praised. You will take a hero from his pedestal. 
You will shadow a grand memory, detract from a fair fame, 
if you tell his secret. And you will gain—what? .A for- 
tune that you will never enjoy, an inheritance that will 
prove more of a curse than a ing, an inheritance that 
ps be almost a fraud. Veronica, burn that cruel 
will.” 

** But others must know of it,” she said. 

“No,” ‘asserted sade Brandon; “‘the lawyer who drew 
up that will is dead—dead, I tell yon. I remember that 
Sir went to a strange lawyer whose name was 
Mathews, and that some days afterwards he said that a 
strange thing had happened. He had asked Mathews to 
attend to some little business for him, and a few days after- 
wards he had died suddenly. I remember it so well. One 
never misses much what one has never had, Veronica. You 
have never been considered or treated as the heiress of 
Queen’s Chace. You would not miss the distinction. But 
Katherine has. Katherine has grown up with the thought; 
it has formed part of her life. My dear, I plead to yon, I 
pray to you—burn that will. For Katherine’s sake, by your 
ove for her, by your promise to shield her, for your dead 
father’s sake, to save his name from rude comment, 
to shield’ his memory from all stain of reproach, I, your 
father’s widow—I, Katherine’s mother—kneel to you—I 
beg of you to grant what I ask!”—and Lady Brandon knelt 
before Veronica with outstretched hands. 
Veronica rose, sublime in her emotion; a light that did 
not seem to be of this world shone on her face. 

‘* For your dead father’s sake, Veronica!” sobbed Lady 


pillows, one white rounded arm was thrown above her head | Brandon. 


—even in profound slumber her lips quivered and deep sobs 


came from them. She was too exhausted for any sound to 


reach her now. 

Lady Brandon took Veronica’s hand and led her to the 
bedside. , 9 

** Look,” she said—*‘ Veronica, see how young and fair 
she is; see how innocent and helpless. Think how she has 
been loved and cherished. Do not throw her on the mer- 
cies of a cold world. Think of her life; do not blight it. 
Think of her love; do not take it from her. Veronica, if 
above this tender white breast yon saw a sword hanging, 


on would not let it fall. ee 
rat and pointing it at that tender heart, you would 
thrust itaside. Look at her, Veronica, so’ unconscious of 
this tragedy. Will you wake her to tell her that you are 
ing to take her inheritance, her fortune, her happiness—- 
even her love from her?” ~ ; 

Veronica turned away with a shudder. 

“Come with me again,” said Lady Brandon—and this 
time she led the way to the room where the dead statesman 


lay. [ 
‘She closed the door, and, aging Abe git hand tightly 
a in her own, she led her to his’ side. 

_ **T have brought you into the solemn presence of the dead. 
He who lies there called this sin of his a gilded’ sin. Ver- 
onica, he did not foresee, he could not know, the suffering 
and the sorrow that would fall upon us. , Veronica, is 


it just? Is it fair? Is it right? Why should this disgrace | cost 


al! now me? Have I deserved it?’ Is it honorable 

that we should so suddenly be = ap of our own—our 

ition, our inheritance, all that life holds most dear? 

id a love him, Veronica, this dear dead father?” 
“sé es,” she ied. ‘ 

_ It seemed to Veronica that all power of speech had left 

her—that she could not utter the words that rose to her 


li 
Fr You did Jove him; then spare 
ing so hurtful to his 
All 


him, Yon could do no- 
as to let this secret be known. 
land reveres him now, all England dues homage to 


~ 


saw a hand clutehing a 


glad 
Th 
again 


*<T will doit,” she replied. ‘* I will barn the will, and I 

eee the secret until I die—and in death I will keep it 
till.” ; 

Lady Brandon rose and drew the girl to her father’s side. 

“« Swear it here,” she said; “‘lay your hands on his breast 
—above his heart here. Now swear to meé that you will 
never take Katherine’s inheritance from her—that you will 
never lay claim to it—that you will never betray the secret 
of + ae birth and parentage.” 1 oF 

eronica swore it. , 

** Kiss his lips,” cried Lady Brandon; “ they would open 
to bless you if they could.” 

Veronica kissed his lips. 

“<It will lie’ between us, father,” she said, ‘‘ this secret 

Then she started up in alarm. The struggle had been 
too much for Lady Brandon—she had fallen to the ground. 
The servants who came to her help thought she wasill from 
grief; and they bore her with pitying words toher chamber, © 
while Veronica went back to her room like,one moving in a 


Not for long had she been heiress of Queen’s Chace—not 
for long had she called. herself Veronica Brandon, Sir 
ee a luow  daivel ; 

All the nobler, higher, better part of her nature had been 
roused by Lady Brandon’s: te ; ' 

She forget in her enthusiasm all that the sacrifice would 


She remembered only that she was securing. Katherine’s 
happiness and saving her father’s fair name. © 
sat quite still and silent, while the birds sang onut- 


side her window, and the sunlight ey eE the whole 
world—hew hours she never 


She reflected that dream was over, that she 
would be Veronica di Cyntha now until she died. 
en she roused herself. 


The will must be burned before she saw Lady Brandon 
She would not read it. That would simply renew her 
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pain ‘and could ‘not benefit her. She must destroy it at 
once. 

She went to the box in which she had put it away, and 
took it out. 

She read, “* The last will and testament of Sr Jasper 
Brandon, Baron of Hurstwood, &.” 

She kissed the name; and ‘her tears fell on it. How 
could she destroy it? 

Curiously, instead of being. written) on paper, jt..was 
written on thick parchment that she could neither tear nor 
cut. 

On this J une day there was no fire anywhere, 

She could not go down to the servants’ offices to. burn it 
i % for she would be noticed, and harm might come 
of i 


The only way was “to have a fire maide in her sitting-| | 


room, and burn it there. 
. The bell was: answered Clara Marton, a pretty girl 
whom Sir Jasper had advised her to take as: hér maid. 

She carefully placed the will out of sight, and. then 
when the maid entered, she asked her to light a fire in her 
room. 

** A fire,” repeated’ Clara Morton—< a fire here, miss?” 
tint Yes,” ‘said Veronica. : : 

'** But,” objected: the girl, “‘ it is' so warm—it is quite a 
hot day,” ‘miss. ‘| Lam. afraid the heat will be, too mnghi for 

ou.” id 
ho 6There is no warnith here,” said iettaitee: 

o@And>the maid, seding the shudder that hide her:young 
mistress’ graceful Sie tremble, thought perhaps; she 
was really cold. 

«Still it was. a: strange» thing to ‘ask ‘for ona June day; 
iad more than ‘once,»as:Clara, Morton lighted. the fire, she 
said to herself that it:wasi unnatural; and | that pare must 
be some reason for it. 

Still she obeyed." But-the fire would not light! ~'Three 
or four times at went per and rom wine: meetin had} to 


ring inde 
ow bent: shedis ‘om st, > said the girl ‘to herself: 

£What can'she! wanta fite for? There is something mys- 
tetious abonti iti” i 
soAit Jastthe: fire: burned brightly; and then Veronica fas- 
tened the door and took out the will again. She held.it.im 
her hands, poemree first at the: pandas roll and; then at 
the flames.om'! si 

it seemed to. hew as though she hela: sosheithinig living: 
eo Wealth, honory fortune, position, the shonor ofa noble 
name=these would all perish: with the document when she 
Jaid it on the flames. 

« Should she destroy it? Was it not like taking ihe life of 
some living thing? 

:#* Dowill do it,” she said, “‘ not. by halves, but a0 ip 
I make this sacrifice, and Heaven ‘sees: me. I’ make it 
secure my sister’s happiness, and to save my: father’s mém- 
ory.) I make it with all my heart in return ‘for their love 
for me, and I shall never FAl 

Then she parted the gp and placed the parchment: -be- 
tween them: ) / 
» Ima few moments sei was. a thick smoke, and, seeing 
no more of the parchment, she thought it was ‘destroyed. 

She watched the thick smoke ds. it rosé; what did it bear 
with it of hers? . 

There was some one at the Shorties could.it be? She 
‘cried: out, ** Who is it?” And Clara Morton answered: 

“1 want you very sO aps cgay you please, Miss di 
Cyntha.” 

“Veronica opened: the door, and the girl looked wonder- 
ingly into her pale face. 
« **T have brought you a ¢w af tea, miss,” she said; “‘I 
thought you wanted something.” Her quick eyes noted 
the hea poeta in the Soviet she withdrew wiahdak a 
word.-. In. a few minutes. she was back » ** Miss di 
Cyntha,” she cried, ‘‘I wish you would come to my lady’s 
room; I have knocked at: the door several times and can 
get mo answer. I am afraid there is something wrong.” 


109 02 Henares 


And Veronica hastened away, not noticing that she had 
left the _ in the room behind her. 


or 


CHAPTER VIII. 


«WHat could you mean, Clara?” said Veronica, when, 
some ten minutes afterwards, she returned to her room. 

‘* Lady Brandon was not even asleep, and she says that you 
have never even touched the door.” 

*‘Is it all right, miss?” asked the girl, as though she 
were in a state of breathless suspense. 

“Right? Yes. Lady Brandon never even heard you,” 
said) Veronica. | 

Clara answered that her ladyship must have been asleep, 
bné did not like to say so. 

Veronica noticed that the girl’s face was flushed, her man- 
ner rusaae Sy but she did not think much of it at the time., 

‘Pre y Clara quitted the room, after sayin 
deal more: about the fright and relating an ote of a 
lady. who she knew who had been found:dead of. grief soon 
after her husband’s death. 

Then “Veronica. wondered. just a little that she should 
pte somuch. <As a rule the: girl was respectful and do» 
ene: 

Left alone again, Veronica would not think of what she 
had done; that. was all forgotten—all past: 

ate was Veronica di Cyntha—had to been ae 
e 

» She jookeii into the smouldering fire—the last Vv of 
the parchment had disappearéd. .. The papers she had kept; 
they could not hurt, and she felt that she would like to look 
at them from time to time. \She:went!back to Khong ditan- 
don’s room, and o her arms roundshers)) 

“I have burned it,” she said—“‘ it is all destroyeds and 
[have come to mention it forthe: last: time,-to tell you 
ue ie 5 rar me as youwould yourself.” 

don fell weeping on ‘to Shier neck, selibeen, her 
that ne was blessed, thrice bléssed, for ‘that she had saved. 
herself and her child from what was far worse than & bit- 
terness of death. 

** You may entrust your future to me, “Weronics,” amid 
Lady Brandon. ‘‘I have two thousand a year of may-.0WR, 
and [will settle the half of it on you.” 

‘So the: matteriwas never mentionéd! again by Veronica. or 


her father’s widow..'Thé next day ey buried him, ond . 


his knew himnomore/ |. 
land mourned for.the dead sitheoniaat ne nevar 

wearied. praising him, while the aay g- his greatness 
fell upon Lord Se ie . sad “Stow ql 

A year had passed sinée the death of Sir Jasper. vi 
Brandon had stint it at Queen’s Chace. » Some had. ad- 
to| vised her to go away, to take her daughtér: abroad. Lead 
the Chace seemed to have an attraction for hero.) 4!" 

When the year that she had pen to seclusion had 
their first visitor was Lord Wy They were deli 
to see him; it »was such a) brighiste Shertabd ange. - 

Lord Wynleigh was growing anxious now about. the time 

of his probation.» He made Veronica his confidant. 
** 1 know that I cam trust you,” he-said,.* because you 
love Kate so dearly. I have worked hard this:last year and 
a half. I have made a position. _ Ihave Jaid ‘the founda- 
tion of future fame and fortune. I grant that I have made 
no money; but that does not matter—Kate and I under- 
stand each other so well. She knows that if-she had not 
one shilling in the world I should love her just the same— 
more, if ible; but we should have to wait for years. 
As it is, Pao do not see why we should not be. married at 
Christmas. Do you, Veronica?” 

How she thanked Heaven in her heonh that she had done 
as she had—that she had sacrificed herself! If she had 
kept her inheritance, then Katherine could not have been 
married. 


Lord Wynleigh wondered at the light that came into the 
girl’s beautiful face. How little Veronica dreamed at 


ve 


——a 
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that moment of all that would come to pass beforé Christ-|to her word that he went at once in search of Lady Bras” 


mas-time ! 
There had not been the least difficulty in the settlement 

of Sir Jaspers affairs; the will that he had made when 

Katherine Brandon was an infant was still in the hands of 


the family solicitor—e was perfectly straightfor- 


Lady Brandon explained that she understood Miss) di 
pe aah — and _— eacpine me as -" 
jan. had loyall er word, and had sett 
one thousand a pon ; ewan She showed her 
gratitude to her m a hun other ways; she‘was most kmd 
to her; but tne one subject was never mentioned between 
them again. 

Sir Jasper’s fair-haired daughter had become Baroness of 
pre srar ry Ae she was sare Katherine at sas. and 
right passed with naught save pleasant hours. 

One Soantifal August evening, when the red glow of the 
western sunset filled the sky, Veronica stood under the 


don and told her. 

He brought her back with him to where Veronica still 
stood under the limes. 

‘‘Tleaye my imterests in. your hands, Lady Brandon,” 
he said. ‘I shall return, with your permission, to marry 
Veronica on the twentieth of September. You will promise 
that she shall be ready?” 

Brandon promised. 

“IT do not think that 1 can live away trom her altogether 
until then, Lady Brandon. Will you invite me to come 
down in A t 27 : ni 

‘*Oome whenever you will, Sir.| Mare,” said, Lady 

He pressed the hand of his love. 

“T have bound you, sweetheart,” he said—‘ you can 
never free yourself in.” j , 

-And looking at his handsome face, his.eyes lit with love, 
she said to herself that separation from him weuld be 


shade of the tall lime-trees, watching the evening light. A | death. 


happiness had come to her, so great, so sudden, so entranc- 
ing, that she was dazed by it, i For ‘Sir Marc 
had asked her to be his wife. LA 

aos know — — all that oe in her heart 
passion, erness—and the waking had 
startled her. She was lost in wonder at herself. |The 
glory of hér womanhood had come to her. 
She rejoiced in the new and perfect happiness; she opened 
her sale thameti te heterit> Tt was chivalous wooing, 
. Noone could ever have been so 

ore. 


bef 
there thinking of it, with a smile of ect 
face, and as she did so Sir Fai gona 


Yon are top kikd over te be trdel\dalling  helakic 


I) Jon, 
I Vent (thorangal. : 
it 


I was ing last July to tell so, but 
had just died.” es _ 
turned her face away lest he should see the quiver of 


‘She made no answer. In her heart she wished to be with 
a onan femme of it prevented her from 
“‘ This is July,” he said ; “ shall we say September, Ver- 


She agreed, and Sir Mare was so determined to keep her| pouads; eat 


EO 


my family or my home in Venice, or| was 


—— 


CHAPTER IX. re 
with its ripe, rich + the’ fruit 


Aveusr had come beauty 
Hn es a blaze of color, the 


Those who ' 
2m aa fa eh ery her had they seen 
now. : 


The beautiful face had changed so completely ; the pale, 


ionate loveliness had ed imto somethmg more 

ly still; there was more ‘ , more brightnes; the dark 

love-lit eyes had in them the radiance of and perfect 
content. : 

Love had beautified her, even as it had beautified her life. 

On this ing she was nepeewel gop aera 

alone—alone, for Sir Mare had gone in of something 


her. He lived only to make her f. 
stood in the midst of a nundred bene tital 


Veronica looked at her. magnificent gift. It did not 


in the| strike her as it would have done at another time. 


She could think onl pat pp a 
She was smiling to herself, wondering whether a girl was 
ever 80 so happy, when some one rapped gently at 


long window 
of them thought of it. 
that, Morton?” asked Veronica, 
that to say to i 


a 
ih 
: ” 


a - 
“* You can have no secret of mine,” returned Veronica. 
“But I have,” said the girl. “‘ Listen to me. I 

engaged to John’ who once lived h 

head groom. We have been engaged to be married 

eight years, and fortane has never once smiled on us. 
saved three hundred and put it into 

_and he was left i 

invested it in a i 
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bankrupt. Fortune has never once smiled on us until now. 
Now John Palding has an offer from a farmer in Australia. 
If he ¢an go out there, and take five hundred pounds with 
him, we s make our fortune.” 

**I do not see what this has to do with me,” interposed 
Veronica. 

“<I do, Miss di Cyntha. I hold a séeret of yours, and I 
want five hundred pounds as the price of my silence.” 

** You are talking nonsense, Morton. I can only imagine 
that you have lost your senses.” 

** You will find, on the contrary, Miss di Cyntha, that I 
was never more sensible in my life. Let me tell you what 
I have’ to say.” 

Veronica looked at her. In the excitement of the inter- 
view she had risen and confronted her. 

“Come to the point at once, please,” said Veronca. 
“ What have you to say?” 

The girl looked uneasily at her mistress; the color came 
and went-in her face; her eyes drooped. Raising her head, 
she said suddenly: 

** It is for John’s sake—I would do anything for John.” 

Veronica gave a sigh of resignation. | What this strange 


scene meant she could not tell, but it would end at some 
time no doubt. 

Morton heard the sigh. 

“You are impatient, miss,” she said. “I am coming to 
the matter. I do not like to speak of it to you; you have 
been a kind mistress to-me. But it is for John’s sake— 
I would do anything for him.” : 

** Wiil you be kind enough just to come to the point?” 
said V 


eronica. 
_ *T will,” answered Clara Morton. 
Yet Veronica saw that she had to summon all her cour- 
age, to make a most desperate effort. She looked up at 


“You remember Sir J: 

You remember the day after it? Though it was a warm 
June day, you would have a fire in your room?” 

Veronica started; her face grew white, a low cry came 

fo om,2 abé ‘anid to the irl, who had paused abruptl 

os Ww rup y 
i i cesniistened tase. 

t there was something 
yes you want a fire when the 
June sun was shining so warmly? I said to myself that 
you had something to burn.” ; £ L aoe 
* Another low cry came from Veronica. Morton con- 
tinued: riled 

**T~you will be angry with me, Miss di Cyntha— 
Ltahihe’ you; Sknel down sud kobed the key- 
hole. key was in the lock, so that I could not see 
much, but I saw disti a roll of nt in your 
hands, and I saw you put it on the fire. I saw it begin to 
burn, and I was wild to know what itwas. All at once I 
had an idea that you were destroying something that be- 
Sir Jasper, and was determined to know.” 

Remand )-mihilo the benetifal face sizing’ inti hers 
w white. 


hago ne oer a from the room, Miss di 
Cyntha,” she continued. ‘I told you that Lady Brandon 
had not answered a knock at her door—it was simply an ex- 
cuse to get you from the room. Then I took from the fire 
the remains of the parchment. I saw quite dis- 
tinetly the words, ‘ Last will and testament of Sir Jasper 
Brandon,’ Miss di Cyntha. It was but a charred ent 
—I took it away with me; and now, Miss di Cyntha, I 
accuse you of having burned Sir Jasper’s will. You can- 
not deny it—I have the proo a 

Veronica stood like one turned to stone. She Jost all 
power of The girl continued : | 

“<I can form no idea why you did it—that does not con- 
it was for your own interest. They said 


cern me—perha 
in the servants’ hall that Sir Jasper had left you money; 
perhaps the will you destroyed took it from you.” 


There was a flash as of fire from the dark eyes. 


rs death, Miss di Cyntha?|/i 


*«T do not wish ‘to do you any harm, miss. Ihave not 
mentioned what I saw to any one, and I never will; but you 
must give me five hundred pounds for keeping ‘your secret. 
Give me that, and I will promise, I wil swear, that no 
allusion to what I have seen shall ever pass my lips.» Giveme 
that and I will bring the charred fragment to you. - I\donot 
wish to harm you, but Providence has given me this chance 
and I must make the most of it. From that one moment I 
said to are that I ae your secret until -I could 
nse it, Give me five. hu pounds, and I will be as 
faithful as death to you.” t Aa} 

Then the power of speech came to Veronica: =» |, 

‘* Even if I would condescend to bribe you,” she said; “I 
could not; I have not five hundred pounds of myown in the 
world.” id Wes 

**You have a rich lover,” returned the girl, with a 


Significant smile. ‘‘Sir Mare would give you anything in 
the world—his heart’s blood if you needed it.” 
‘« Hush ” said Veronica, sternly. ‘‘I-will not allow! yon to 
say such words.”” ¥iss 
** You may do what you like, miss—I shall . to-my 
word, If you give me five hundred pounds, 1 /never 
reveal your secret; if not, I will betray it.” ©) 1)! 
ff t if I. refuse?” said. Veronica. Tell) me. the 


worst.” . . : 

In her heart she knew the worst must come; it was:as 
impossible for her to find five hundred pounds as it would 
Srycretnd terres aed 

** The worst is that, if I fail to.get m 
I must try to find out who is the next imosb inhemmmibe in 
the matter. There is one thing that you cannot deny, Miss 
di Cyntha—you burned the will.” She paused with 
sudden cry. ; ru if 
Tinpesesi ved by either, Sir Mare had entered 

i and stood with a horror-stricken face, 


- 


the 


irl insolent in the full triumph of her accusation, im the 
owl] of her: i ve TF 
when she saw the sudden dawn of 


Voronfen looked 

fear in the gi viet 
She uttered no cry when she saw her lover, but a cold, 
ible shudder seized her. He came to her and took her 


_ * What is the matter, Veronica? What dece | this-in- 
solent woman say? do you allow her to insult you?” 
_. ** Truth is no insult, s in Morton. 


a re 
ial gl - tet. gr @ little of what has 
passed, see she is extort money from 
you—why not order her eae Ioehowe” ik 
not?” cried Morton, insolently. ‘* As you say, 


205 ane will give it to me.” 


Sir Mare looked at her in bewilderment. _ 
‘‘Surely you are not willing to com 
woman, Veronica? She must be 


in bewildered wonder; there was some- 
thing he did not understand—a shrinking fear in Ver- 
onica’s face and an insolent triumph in the maid’s. 

Where was the indignation, the just anger, that she 
should feel? 

What could it mean? 

haba, a restless, uneasy gaze he looked from one to the 
other. 
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' The dark eyes of the woman he loved had never met his 


own. 
- » “T heard what ;” he said. ‘‘I was brin you 
these Gloire de Dijon roses, Veronica, and I heard this a 
solent woman say that you had burned a will—that 
could not deny it. I Ae the meaning of that. he 
this false accusation against you, meaning to extort 
money om you, and you very properly refuse to give it to 
her. She ought to be sent to prison.” 

*« Stop, Sir Mare,” said the woman angrily—‘‘ you vai 
too fast. Ask my mistress whether my charge against her 
is false or not.” 

‘I will not insult Miss di Cyntha by any such question,” 


he re 
ae: you are unjust,” she said. ‘‘ You accuse me of 
—— a false charge; ask Miss di tha whether that 
charge is true or false—she will not deny it if you ask 
her.’ 
Still there came no words from the white lips that were 


closed so strangely. 

‘ol og to do hee such thing,” he returned. 

“ say that you areunjust. I accuse Miss 
di Cyntha “fh having i in her own a en unknown ‘to every- 
one, and, as she thought, unseen by everyone, wilfully burnt 
Sir Jasper Brandon’s last will and testament. More than 
that, I can prove that she did so. Now, Sir 2 look 
from her to me—which of us looks guilty?” 

He looked at Veronica as though h _ expecting an in- 
ai t denial. None came. 

‘Miss di itha,” she continued, “tell Sir Mare, who 
accuses me of | 
that will or not.” 

Still there was no answer. 

“* Lewear to heaven that I saw her doit, and that I have 
the ” eried themaid. « “ I should not speak so plainly 
before you, Sir Marc, but. that hush-money will do from 
‘you as ‘well-as from her.” 

-Then Veronica spoke; she wont up*to him, and without 
looking, at him, she said: 

ill you send that woman away, Mare? Ishall die if 
virguhahh tone Iwill speak to you when she is gone.” 

It struck him with a pang more bitter thane death that 

she had never once denied the charge. - 
»f9@o,” he said to Morton; ‘<‘ leave Miss: aie tha’s pres- 
ence, and never dare to seek it again. Leave this house at 
once. ‘If in one hour from now you are’ within the walls, 
nothing will save you from prison.” ~ 

“ And nothing ‘will save Miss di ‘Cyaths from penal ser- 
vitude,” she re rejoined. 

The woman’s persistence in. her story satonhded him, 


inging 8 a false charge, whether vou irra hed 


under such a charge; it is unwomanly almost—deny’ it. 


ask no explanation of the myste 
as free and unfettered as the win 
this—deny those horrible words.” 

Then she looked at him, with the pallor of death 
on her face. She tried to speak lightly, but her lips 
trembled. \ She tried to smile, but her smile died away. 

“* What if I could not deny it, Mare?” 

His face flamed hotly. 

“ Great iro be Veronica,” he cried, ‘‘do not jest over 
such a.su as this—do not jest about a crime! I could 
not have slight you capable of such light words.” 

“T am not jestin ig ” she answered, faintly; ‘<I never 
thought of doing so. 

She saw his face grow stern and his eyestake a cold, hard 
expression. 

** Veronica,” he said, “answer me one question—it is 
your own fault that I "have to ask it—is that woman’s 
charge true? She says that she holds proofs—is it true ? 
Tell me—did you burn a will or did you not ? answer me.” 

She knew that it would be useless to resist her faith even 
if she could lie—Morton would produce the charred 
ments as evidence.» She—Veronica—would not attempt fo 
screen herself. He must think what he would. 

“Did you destroy a will, Veronica?” he repeated, 
** Answer me—f shall go mad with suspense.” Se 

She raised her white face to his, and spoke slowly: 

‘It is quite true,” she said—* I burn Sir Jasper 
Brandon’s last will and testament; listen—I would 
deny if if Idared, but if that woman holds those fatal proofs 
it is useless.” 

He drew back from her as though she had stabbed him. 

“You do not mean it, Iam sure,” he  said—** you) ¢an- 
not mean it—it would be ‘too horrible. . You are saying jt to 
try my love—only for that—to try my faith, my darlings 
you could not have done it.” 

otf Was it so ag a ie she asked, simply. ry 

“ A crime?” he «« The'person who could: evel 
ask such a:question must ii dead to all: sense of honor and 
shame. A crime? Ishould place it next to murder.” 

“7 did’ not know it? she said megs st unever Se a 
of that.” 

He looked at her i in horror. 
se oe you did: ee really and: traly didit, Veronica?” 

@ Sal 

“Yes, I did it, Mare,” she replied, sadly.' 

“What was the reason? Why did you do it? What was 
your motive? Tell me, that I may understand.” -) 

**T cannot do that,” she replied, sadly. ‘I ean tell: 
sup tneds thy ini, that I of my own accord burned 


; my sweetheart shall be 
‘that blows: But I do ask 


while Veronica’s silence bewildered him. It could not be will.” 


true—of course it was false; but it was evident from her si- 
lence that there was a m 

“ Hush!” 
that was unlike any he ever heard came to him in the 
sunlit silence. ss not drive her to extremes. ‘Send her 


a ik 
"Then Sir Mare, pointing to the door, said: 
“Go! Leave the house; but wait for me at the railway- 
station at'Hurstwood. I will see ere.” 
e took Veronica in his 


The woman left the room, and 
arms. 

“ Sweetheart, * he said, “what is this mystery? Why 
did you not deny that woman’s ou us charges? My/|m 
Veronica burn a will! You cannot think how it has dis- 
tressed me.” -He kissed the white, cold face, which looked 
as though neither warmth nor color could ever brighten jf 
again; his heart was full of keen, intolerable pain. 

“ There is some mystery, Veronica, * he went on; “I can 
see that. Tell me what'it is.” 

**T cannot,” she said 

And the two simple words were more terrible to him 


than any others. 
“e At 
not true. I cannot endure that you should remain silent 


The white li had opened again, and a'voice | | 


“Great Sedov” he cried, “it is + incredible! Did any- 
one else know?” | 


Secs hea: ethene lied. wonwif 
- Was anyone e: nd hace a _ 
“No, ” she ans 


« Was the will ou ‘es, one apamst mente own in- 
terests? Did it take money from ea , or what?” 
She raised her dark eyes in 80 wonder at the |ques- 


tion. 
** You must think what you will of my motives,” she re- 
plied—‘‘I cannot explain them to you.” 
** It is incredible!” he cried.  ‘* could. believe you and 
If both mad before I could believe this. Is it some 
foul trick, some horrible farce?” . 


‘* No,” ‘she replied, “it is the simple, terrible truth. I 
destroyed the wi , but I did not know it was such a crime 
as you say.” 


** And if you had known?” he cried. y 
“T should have destroyed it just the same. 
‘You swear it is trne?” he said. 

“*T swear it,” she rep lied... 

They stood looki ir each other, while the sunbeams fell 


t, my darling,” he pleaded, ‘‘tell me that it is| between them and the birds sang on the roses ontside the 


window. 


~ 
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Veronica was the first to break the terrible silence. 

“* Mare,” she said, “‘ you will not betray me?” 

“No,” he replied, slowly, “‘I will not betray you, lest 
the iron hand of the law should grasp — Great Heaven, 
how could you have done such a deed?” : 

She looked at him with a shudder. 

“‘ Could I really be put into prison for it?” she said. 

“Yes, if those whom you have defrauded chose to pros- 
ecute you;” and then he wondered, for'a soft sweet light 
came over the white stillness of her face. 

“<T see,” she said, slowly—*‘ I understand.” 

‘* Veronica,” he cried, “‘ how callous ‘you are! You seem 
to have no shame for thedeed that you have done.” 

She was asking herself what she should do—how she 
should make him understand; and then, with a ait, 
sharp, bitter pang, the thought ‘camie to her that she could 
never make him understand—that she could never break 
her oath, the oath taken with her hands on her dead 
father’s heart. Hé was looking at her with wistful eyes. 

“You, Veronica,” he said, “whom I thought’ of all 
women the most perfect, will you tell.me why you 
did this? Will you give me some explanation of the mys- 

—any key by which I may solve it? . Will you say one 
word that will lessen my misery?” 

*T cannot,” she replied. ‘‘I am bound in chains of 
iron—I cannot. I tell you this one bare fact—I burned 
the will, You must trust me all in all, or not at all.” 

“Trust you? Great Heaven, trust a woman who could 
burn the will of a dead man! Stay—tell me one thing: 
Did he wish you to destroy it? Did he ask you to do so?” 

““ No,” she replied, ‘he did not.” 

“Then do not ask me to trust you, Veronica. No 
man’s honor would be safe in such hands. If there is mys- 
tery, and you will explain it to me, good—that will do; if 
not, we must part.” 

She held out her arms to him with’ a low cry. 

“ Part,” she repeated—‘“* part—you and I?” 

* Yes,” he answered coldly, “if it broke my heart a 
hundred times over. You do not pra that I, a man of 
honor, could marry a woman whe had deliberately destroyed 
the will of a dead man? I would not marry such a one 
even if the loss of her killed me.” 

**T never thought of that,” she said, clasping her hands. 
“J should imagine not,” replied Sir Mare. ‘‘I could 
never look at you without remembering what you had done. 
I should he wretched, miserable. We must part.” 

“Part!” she repeated faintly. ‘Oh, Mare, I thought 
you loved me so!” 

Loved you? I love you eyen now despite what you 
have done; but marry you I cannot, Veronica. Your own 
conduct arted us. 

You must not leave me, Marc,” she said, holding out 
her arms tohim. ‘‘ You are more than my life; you must 


not go.” 

eT could never trust you,” he said, holding back her 
arms lest they should clasp his neck unawares. “‘ There is 
no help for it, Veronica. niess you ean explain away this 


mystery, we must part. Think it over, and give me the 
answer yourself.” 

She stood quite silent before him, her white face droop- 
ing from the sunshine, her hands clasped in m pain: 

as there any chance, any hole of escape? 

Could anything absolye her from her solemn vow? No, 
there could be no release. “It was for Katherine’s sake, for 
her father’s memory—the same urgent reasons that had in- 
fluenced her before existed now. 

Were she to be induced to break her vow, Katherine 
would suffer tenfold. She would keep it. 

““Must we part, Veronica,” he said—‘ we, who have 
loved each other with so great a love, must we part?” 

“Unless you can trust me, and let me keep silence,” she 


**T cannot trust you; I can only say good-bye. Good- 
bye, Veronica. You have broken the heart of the man who 
has loved you as few have ever loved. Farewell!” 


| thing at least.” 


He did not touch her hand, or kiss her face, or stop to 
utter one more word. 'Perhaps, if he had done so, ‘his 
strength’ would have failed him. . He left her standing 
there in the sunshine, with the bitterness of death hanging 
over her. eset 

He went at once in search of Lady Brandon. He found 
her in the Loe! morning-room, ‘alone. 

* She cried out. when she saw his pele set face, a 

‘*What is the matter, Sir Marc? What is wrong?” 

“T want to speak to you, Lady Brandon,” he said. 
‘* Veronica and IT have had some unpleasant words, We 
have had a quarrel that can never be healed, and we have 
parted forever.” Me 

Lady Brandon held up her hands in dismay. __ 

“Can it be possible, Sir Marc, that you have parted with 
Veronica? y, she will break her heart! It must not 
be. Let me go to her—let me talk to her. If she has 
offended you, she will, I am sure, be very sorry; let me go 
to her. I know how she loves you, m t Veo? 

“It is quite impossible,” he said, hurriedly. “‘ This: 
quarrel can never be healed; even if Veronica wished it, I 
could not.” 

“You are angry, Sir Marc,” asserted Lady Brandon; 
“and when your anger subsides you will be sorry for this.” 

‘*T shall regret it all my life,” he said; “‘no one knows 
that better than I do, ére will never dawn another 
happy day for me. Lady Brandon, I am a lost, ruined 
man.” 

“You will think better of it,” she told him. “How 
could you quarrel with Veronica? I know no one like her; 
she is so good, so tender of heart, so true, so loyal.” 

““No more!” he eried, shuddering. ‘‘I can hear no 
more!” 

“You must hear me,” Lady Brandon persisted. ‘‘ I can- 
not have Veronica sacrificed to a mere fit of temper.” 

**Tt is worse than that,” he declared. 

‘* Have you thought what the world will say, Sir Marc? 
Her wedding-dress is ordered—her trousseau is p 

the 


es is being put into a state of readiness 
wedding. What am I to say?” : 

‘There is nothing to say,” he replied gloomily, ‘*except 
that Veronica has dismissed me. I will take‘all the blame, 
all the shame, all the di But, Lady Brandon, there 
is one thing that I should like to ask you. Do not talk to 
her about our disagreement. Do not ask her any questions. 
That which we have quarreled about lies between us a 
dead secret. Promise me that you will not ask her any 
questions; it will only distress her and do no Pei 3} 

‘* But, Sir Marc, will you not trust me, 


‘* No,” he replied. ‘‘You have been very kind to me, 
Lady Brandon—let me say good-bye to you, and thank you 
heartily for all your goodness to me.” 


tell me same- 


“You will surely stay and see Katherine?’ cried Lady 
‘Brandon. : roy tL oi 
“‘No. Tell:her that I had not the to stay and 


see her, but that I hoped she would be kind to: Veronica.” 
Then Lady Brandon broke down and wept passionate 
tears. 9 


**You will break Veronica’s heart,” she .ried—** you 
should not leave her.” toe t sheet” 

‘« Heaven bless you for a kind-hearted, generous woman!” 
he said, bending down to kiss her hand» “1 wish all 
women were like you. I shall goatonce. You will see that: 
all belonging to me is sent after me, Lady Brandon?” 

But she only sobbed that he should not leave Veronica. 

“Go to her,” he said; “‘and, Lady Brandon, while you 
comfort her, do not speak to her of me.” The next moment 
he was gone. ~ r 

She was almost bewildered to know how to act. 

‘*T would give much to know what the quarrel has been 
about,” she said to herself; *‘ but I suppose I shall never 
learn.” And then she went to Veronica’s room. 

The unhappy girl had fallen where her lover had left her, 
and lay Hid one dead'on the floor. 
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Lady Brandon raised her; she tried to. bring back -con- 
sciousness to her; and then she thought to herself, ‘(If she 
nelly: lovee him)so well, and they have parted for ever, it 
would be more merciful to let her die.” 


CHAPTER X. 


_CrusHING the green leaves and the sweet blossoms under 
his feet, trampling down the smiling flowers, beating aside 
the trailing sprays, his heart’ beating, his brain on fire, Sir 
Mare hastened across the park, 

It seemed to him that the whole world had suddenly 
crumbled to ruins. 

He muttered bitter, terrible words to himself. =a 

If the stars had fallen from heaven it would haye sur- 
prised him less than the fact that Veronica had done wrong 
—his ideal, the one pure, noble, gentle soul in whom he 
had placed all his trust. . 

that was beautiful, poetical, maidenly, and charming 
seemed to be yested in her; and now his ideal had been 
rudely destroyed. 

‘<I will never believe in any human being again while I 
live,” he said to himself—‘‘never! So fair, so beautiful, 
so loying, so tender, yet so lost to all sense of, what is right! 
I will never look again at woman’s face!” prrr 

He reached the rajlway station at Hurstwood, and there, 
half hidden by a long black veil, he saw Clara Morton. 
Sher rose as he came up.to her: 

“Tt is well,” he said; “‘ that. yow are a woman; if you 
were a’man I would horsewhip you!” There was such 
fierce, hot anger in his eyes she shrank back., ‘* You 
need not fear,” he added scornfully. ‘Give me your 
proofs,-name. your, price, and then ‘neyer let your shadow 
fall across my ya again.” 1071 

Dealing with a man was different from frightening a deli- 
éate, refined girl; Clara Morton found. She began a, whole 
string of excuses.. > at. aeoth-oribbe 7s 

_‘ Not one word,” he said. .‘‘Simply. repeat: the. story.. 
Let me hear all the details, and then | give me;your. proofs 


name your price,” |... | : aati tl 
"hug told Man tao aed aad then added: 6 5...) 

‘‘ My proofs are the charred remains of the, parchment 
that Ltook from the fire, on which you will see plainly 
tees words, ‘ Last will and testament of Sir Jasper Bran- 

Nae ad - 


‘‘ What do you want for it?” he asked, contemptuously. 
**Tt is notfor sas oop Sir Mare—it is not indeed.:-. I want 

five hundred pounds.” Miia jul * 
“You are modest in your demands, certainly, and ~you 
have ruined—— But why should I waste words upon such 
— If I give you the sum’ you name, you must not 
only surrender i are pleased to call your proofs, but 
ou must take an to keep the secret and leave. Eng- 
nd. ral Ser return—listen to my threat—if you. dare to 
Sg ee eee 
ess lady, I will have you : ‘or iracy, an ur 
sentence will y be-hard labor for life. As read 
conduct, is so utterly, horribly base I have not patience 

to it.” vf r por’ 
e woman murmured some words. He did not even 

listen tothem. __ ni A #10) raslt 
“LT have no wish to hear more,” he said. ‘I will give 
you a cheque for five hundred — on condition that you 
give me your proofs and take the required oath. ‘Tremble 
if you dare to break it—tremble if your false, wicked face 
is seen here again!” | rad of oD 


it , 


ment of her wickedness ever came in this world he neyer 
knew. 


first hot, angry flush of his disappointment he had not 


| realized what life without Veronica would be. Now that 


it stretched out before him in all its chill, terrible reality, 
he was at a loss how to endure. There were times even 
when he almost wished that he had forgiven her. Then he 
recoiled from the thought. How could he love a woman to 
whom the word ‘‘ honor” was an empty sound? 

Sir Mare was most unhappy. He read with a stony face 
all the paragraphs which said that there was no foundation 
for the rumor of the approaching marriage of Sir Mare 
Caryll—that he was going abroad. 

e made no complaint, no moan; but he owned to him- 
self that his life was ended. 

He would close. Wervehurst Manor,, and spend the re- 
mainder of his, days, where nothing could remind him of 
bye: love he lost. . There was to be no angel in the house for 


He-knew that he must loye Veronica until he died—that 
no one else could ever take her place—that no one else 
could ever, be to him what she had ‘ 

Had she died, it.seemed to him that his grief would have 
been easier to bear. |. | ' i 

Then, he,would haye retained all his love; now his love 
must go, while he was stranded, . Life had. lost all its at- 
traction for him. . .,, 4 

He had freed Veronica from her bondage—of that he was 
pleased to think. |... ‘ 

No one could:frighten her now. | She was quite safe, and 
the terrible secret was dead and buried. , 

He locked away the charred f ents; he did not de- 
stroy them—he eould never tell why;,and that one simple 
proceeding altered the whole destiny of his life. =~. 

Had.there, been a fire im his room when he reached home, 


he, would. have. tossed. the little packet into the flames;.as it | 


the door, of his iron safe.was,open, and he flung the 
eh intestris ton biggwl Saem be 
Then he set about making arrangements for going 
abroad;' but he found that it would be, impossible—that. he 
conld not leave England until after, Christmas without 
neglecting duties that his conscience would not allow him to 
neglect. 4 i, 

e said to himself that he must be content. There was 
no help for it. ; 
He must shut himself up in the old 


Wi 


Manor 

Veronieca’s’ sweet face would never shine. pat De 

Time would when once he ‘was over, the seas—he 

would live on excitement. , Anything would be better than 
ing in England, | poke. ld 

et by night and by day—despite all his stern resolves to 

i wa asking himeglt whys she had 


House where 


forget Aa hag was i 
burned the will—what her motive was—what she 
by it. Was it possible that the will took from her some 
legacy or gift? To 
“never thought that she even cared for money,” he 
said. to. himself over.and over again. She seemed so free 
from all mereenary taint. Why did she destroy the will?” 

The more he thought about it the more he was puzzled, 
the | w. the mystery. , , a> 
@ poly aes almost mad with conjecturing; but he 
never even faintly guessed the truth, it never dawned across 
him. 

So the time wore away; he bore patiently all comments 
and remarks. ; pinoy, sda. abipiast 2 

It was'supposed by the world in, general that he had been 
dismissed by Miss di Cyntha; no one had.even an inkling 
of the truth, 


pale and thin during those few months; but they. 
mm : soy: : 
Day all his arrangements 
and he was ready to wo , 


\ 
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He bethought himself then that it would only be right 
to destroy the charred fragments of the will, for if the 
fell into other hands there would be danger; and one wil 
day in December, when the wind was wailing and roaring 
round the house, he went to the safe and. took from it the 
little parcel. 

The snow was beating furiously against the window, great 
masses of cloud darkened the heavy skies; then came a lull 
in the storm. 

Never until the day he dies will Sir Mare forget the hour 
and the scene. — HI9VBYY 

With some curiosity he went to the window to examine 
the charred fragments; quite distinctly he saw the words— 
“* The last will and testament of Sir Jasper Brandon.” 

“* Poor child!” he murmurred to himself. ‘* What could 
have prompted, her to do this most evil deed?” 

A little robin-redbreast fell with fluttering wings on the 
window sill, beaten down by the show and the wind; it lay 
there fluttering, ing, with its little life almost gone. 

He was tender.of heart, this man so stern ‘in morals; he 
could not endure the sight of the little bird’s agony. 

He dro the parchment and opened'the window. 

He took in the little helpless creature, he warmed it and 
fed it, and then bethought himself of the will. 

He hastened to pick it up; it had opened as it fell, and 
as he raised it’ he saw words that he had not seen before. 

He took it to the window, and as he examined it his face 
are white, great dark shadows came into his eyes, and he 
cried: 

‘Great Heaven! How is it that I have never even 
thought of this before?” = - ae 


‘CHAPTER XI.’ 

Great had been the consternation at Queen’s Chace when 
Lady Brandon, in few curt words, said that Miss di Cyntha’s 
wedding was-postponed indefinitely. 

The worst of it was there came no solution to the mys- 
tery—whether there had been a quarrel or not no one could 


say. 

All that was known was that Sir Marc had left quite. sud- 
denly one-day; and that two or three days afterwards those 
iiiteesaed had been told to cease all preparations for the 
Wedding, 


* Yes,” she said, drearily, “we have , Katherine 
—not for an hour, a day, or a year, but forever.” 

“*T will not believe’ it! t has come between you 
who loved each other so well?” 

‘ - I cannot tell you,” replied Veronica, with a long, low 
sigh. 
er You must tell me,” declared Katherine. ‘‘I want to 
help you. Icould’not live and know that you were un- 
paEPys Veronica. I must follow Sir Mare and bring him 


*‘T cannot tell you anything about it Katherine,” 
said Veronica. - ‘‘And yet I may tell you this. He 
asked me to do something for him, and I re ; he placed 
the alternative of parting before me, and I took it. You 
will. ask me nothing more?” : 

** No,” she replied, -musingly—* that is, unless you like 
to trust me more fully.” : 

“TY cannot,” said Veronica with a shudder; ‘he ‘has 
gone, and we shall not meet again in this world; yet I was 
worthy of his love. To me it seems that I have stood by 
him dead and kissed him for the last time.” 

Her voice had in it a ring of weary despondency, her-eyes 
were fixed with a strange dazed expression, her hands were 
folded and lay on her knees. She looked up at Katherine, 

‘‘ Kate, give me one promise,” she said,.“‘ just one. Tell 
me that you will never, renew this subject. To renew it 
will be simply to give me bitter pain. Promise me that you 
will never do so.” 

Her face had such an imploring look that the young 
heiress could not resist. = “9 
.. 1 do promise,” she-said;. and then for ‘one minute the 
dreary calmness of the beautiful face was broken. werk" 

** Kate, come and sit by me,” she requested; “let us talk 
of you—not, of me—of you and your bright life, your happy 
love.” She took the young heiress. caressingly into her 
arms... ** Come and tell me, dear, how happy. you are—it 
will comfort mea little. You are all the world to»me—it 
will comfort me so much to hear that you are really happy; 
talk to mé about‘it.”” Tt seemed’ to the lonely desolate soul 
and the’aching heart that there would: -be-some:little smp- 
port, some little comfort, in hearing that ‘her great sacri- 
fice had not been in vain—in knowing that Katherine would 
gain from: her—Veronica’s—sorrow. Paes #1 

“**Tt seems so selfish for mé'to talk of happiness while yon 


“No one was more astonished than Katherine when her|‘are’so sad, Veronica.” 


alee: told her 'the news; and at first she refused to be- 
leve 102 : . 
* There is some. mistake, mamma,” she ¢ried;. “I would 
more readily believe that Alton did not care for me.” 
“Unfortunately there is no mistake,” said Lady Brandon, 


«Whose fault is it?” inquired Katherine. “Not Vero-| 
I am quite sure that Veronica loved Sir Mare more 


nica’s?. 

t Ican tell. It always seemed to .me that her 
love was her life. It cannot be Sir Marc’s, for he loved 
the yery ground she stood on. I cannot understand it, 


_ ond begs She only looks unutterably sad and miser-| sure 


“‘T will go to her m ” said Katherine, impulsively... 
«Tt ia. -uselegs, Katherine,” returned Lady 

** She will only be-miore miserable than ever.” 
ae uld-not be controlled. She hastened 
up to Veronica’s room and fonnd her favorite standing by 


the window. t wok HOM wars; 
~My darling, you have been ill?’ she cried. ‘‘ Mamma 
says that you fainted.” ~~ ~ 


n she started, for Veronica had turned round to greet 
her, and the change that had Come over her-was so terrible 
; ng heiress was shocked. wtp 

Veronica’s was pale and worn, the dark eyes were 

tearless,,but there was in them a look of fathomless woe. 

“* Veronica,” criéd_the girl, “it is true then! “T°ean see 

from your faecvthat it is true; there is no need to ask a 
question. You and Sir Marc have parted!” 


Lady Brandon. |» 


“¢ It. will comfort me,” she pleaded—“ you do not know 


why, but it with comfort ‘me. n oa 7 

-.© Then,” said the young heiress, ‘I ae Veronica. 

-My life is so bright, so beautiful, that I-would not change 

it for any other life.” She paused. ~ * rll 
**Go on,” Veronica. 


; 

“<*T am rich,” said the young girl, “‘and—I am like a 
child—I love my position. T iow my grand, beautiful in- 
heritanee.” ; 

Then Veronica raised her head, and a faint smile came 
over her white-troubled face. ext! 
. You are sure of that,” she questioned eagerly—quite 


** Yes, indeed I am,” replied Katherine. “‘No onecould 
aren ee Ee Beariy I Jove the Chace” na 

«« Now tell me about your love,” said Veronica. 
_ ‘What. can T tell you, dear, save that’ my Joye and my 
life are one—that I and no thought, or wish, or desire, 
a does not begin and end in Alton? Now has that com- 
orted you?” i ae a 

- Yes, more than anything you could have said. You 
could have thought of nothing that would comfort me one 
half'somuch. Yon will leave me now, Kate—I am the better 
for your coming, dear—and when me meet again all will bé 
forgotten, that'we love each other.” * 

t had not been-allin vain then; the sun of her life had 
set in darkness and gloom, but she had made. on ech pi 
happy. | So the: was mentioned no more, She tried to 
bear her life: She never complained. She was like.a dé- 


voted daughter to Lady Brandon. She was the most loving 
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